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TO MY BELOVED CHILDREN 



TO THE MEMBERS OF THE CHURCHES 



AND TO THB MANY SCHOLARS, 



WHO HAVE BEEN UNDER MY HUSBAND'S CARE 



THIS MEMOIR 



IS AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED. 
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In calling to remembrance the life and labours 
which I shared with my dear husband, I have 
endeavoured faithfully to record the several in- 

* 

cidents of his life as a Christian minister and 
teacher, knowing that you wiU sympathize with 
me in the strong feeling I have that we should 
have some written record of his life's work, and 
as far as he followed Christ that we may copy 
his holy example. I have not touched upon 
family history, — ^that is sacred; but his life in 
pubHc, and especiaUy his ardent desire '' to win 
souls,'' that we dwell upon. It is not to extol 
the man but to glorify God, by making his death 
speak as well as his life^ that we are constrained 
to bear our testimony to the work of this faith- 
ful servant and minister of the New Testament. 

His motto was, '' For to me to liv6 is Christ; 
and to die is gain.*' 
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THE BATTLE FOUGHT: 

A SHORT MEMOIR OF 

REV. DR. R. K. BREWER. 



pHAPTEi^ I ^Ai^Y Days. 

*' Thou wert a daily lesson 
Of courage, hope, and faith ; 
We wondered at thee living, 
We envy thee thy death ; 
Thou wert so meek and reverent, 
So resolute of will. 
So bold to bear the uttermost, 
And yet so calm and stilL" 

These lines embody so truthfully the character of 
Dr. Brewer, that all who knew his daily walk 
and conversation will estimate their truth, and 
fully see the beautiful exemplification in his life. 
The following letter, from a brother minister 
who is now with him in the higher service of the 
heavenly world, will be read with interest. "How 
deeply I have felt with you in your great sor- 
row, and how constantly you have been in my 
tenderest thoughts ! No one of all who have 
expressed sympathy and offered condolence has 
more sincerely felt with you than I. I dearly 
loved my friend, your husband. He was one of 
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the truest, and most transparent Christians I 
have ever known. I have always admired his 
constancy, and faith, and unrequited labours, 
and the forgiveness of his heart, which was 
quite unable to retain a particle of resentment 
or ill will. He was always the Christian gentle- 
man : gentle, kind, helpful. It is a great privi- 
lege to have known him, and to carry with one 
through life the memory of his goodness, and 
the treasured recollections of his friendship. May 
God come near to you, even nearer than ever, — 
to comfort your heart, and to sustain you under 
the bitter trials of such a widowhood ! 

"As to the dear one departed, he has at length 
received the crown, and from the Master's own 
lips heard the * Well done good and faithful 
servant,* which in itself is the amplest and best 
recompense that a Christian can receive, what- 
ever his labours and sacrifices. And your dear 
husband's work here remains, and will long re- 
main. The churches he has raised will long 
keep his memory alive, and testify to the value 
of his toils as a minister. Few leave behind a 
nobler or more enduring monument. May God 
bless you, ever keep you, and comfort you, until 
at length the day of reunion dawns, and you and 
he shall be for ever with Christ.** Thus writes 
one who was a fellow labourer with him on 
earth, who succeeded him in his first pastorate, 
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and then joined him in subsequent years as a 
minister in Leeds.* 

The Eev. Dr. Eobert Brewer, the subject of 
this brief memoir, was bom in Norwich at the 
house of his maternal grandfather, April 23rd, 
1813. He was the youngest of four sons : had 
two sisters older, and five younger than himself. 
His eldest brother is the Eev. John Sherren 
Brewer, M.A., Hon. Fellow of Queen's College, 
Oxford, Professor of English History and Lite- 
rature, King's College, London, and preacher at 
the Eolls Chapel. The second, Eev. E. Cobham' 
Brewer, LL.D., of Trinity Hall, Cambridge, author 
of ** Guide to Science," " Dictionary of Phrase 
and Fable," and a large number of other popular 
and useful works. The third, William Brewer, 
M.D., Fellow of the Eoyal College of Physicians, 
and late MJ^. for Colchester. 

The father of this large family was Mr. John 
Sherren Brewer, whose last residence was Eaton 
House, Norfolk, where he died in March, 1848, 
at the age of 72, and was buried in the parish 
churchyard by the Vicar. He was in perfect 
health and most excellent spirits the day pre- 
ceding his decease, rose as usual the next morn- 
ing, and took his usual cold bath, but being 
seized with a sudden chill returned to bed, and 
died moipaentarily from congestion of the heart. 

*Rv. W. Beat, B.A. 
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He had frequently been heard to say, of all deaths 
he thought a sudden one was most to be desired. 
" Death I fear not, but the article of death is 
sometimes very frightful." 

The respect he was held in may be gathered 
from the following notice in the Norwich Mer^ 
eury : "Seldom has it fallen to our lot to record 
the death of a gentleman in private life more 
deservedly respected, or more extensively beloved, 
than Mr. Brewer, of Eaton House, in this county. 
In the truest sense af the word he was a ripe 
scholar, a gentleman, and a Christian. Seeking 
the shade by instinct and by habit, he would have 
passed through the world, if it had been possible, 
unnoticed and unknown ; but his high talents, 
his amiable disposition, his genuine humility, his 
unfailing courtesy, and his steady walk in the- 
professional career which he chose for himself, 
could not fail to secure for him the respect and 
affection of those with whom he came in con- 
tact. Those only who were privHeged with his 
more immediate friendship could fully estimate 
the charm which these high qualities threw 
around the scenes of his- domestic joys. The early 
history of Mr. Brewer's life was marked by many 
very striking incidents, some of which were truly^ 
romantic. He was ' a man of Kent,' but about 
forty-four years ago came to Norwich, where he 
took up his residence, and became intimate with; 
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the late Eev. Joseph Kinghom, who^e ministry 
he attended. Though a conscientious Noncon- 
formist, his spirit of liberality was not stunted by 
his own convictions, and among his most private 
and intimate friends were many who differed from 
him in his religious views. To the last he held 
the honourable office of deacon in the church 
presided over by Dr. Brock, while three of his 
sons went with his full concurrence into the Es- 
tablished Church, where the two eldest were both 
ordained ministers.'' 

A few weeks before he died he wrote the fol- 
lowing Elegy, as if the coming event had thrown 
its shadows before over his thoughts : 

"Build no costly tomb for me, 
Nor stretch me 'neath th' embowering tree, 
Lest the leafy penthouse shed 
Its wasting dews around my head. 

Let no Muse of classic vein, 

Nor vulgar rhyme the spot profane, — 

That too high for my degree, 

This too low to honour me. 

Let the simple tablet page 
Tell my name and point my age, 
Whatever my virtues, or my shame. 
Record them not beneath my name. 

Though round poesy's charming shrine^ 
The votive wreath I oft entwine. 
And patient dig for precious ore 
In Greek and Roman matchless lore. 
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The sacred few ne'er heard my name, 
The rest will think my glory shame ; 
Then cull no poesy wreath for me, 
But dress my grave with modesty. 

Let the lily of the dale 
With the violet there exhale, 
Let the primrose close and neat 
Crown my head and dress my feet. 

Yearly come, ye loved the best, 
Pluck one flower above my breast. 
Hide it near your glowing heart. 
And cheerful homeward then depart. 

J. S. B. 

The Eev. Dr. Eobert Brewer, the subject of 
this memoir, was naturally of an indolent and 
rather melancholy turn of mind. He had much 
to struggle against in his youthful days, and I 
have often heard him say how hard a battle he 
had to fight to conquer his besetting infirmities, 
and yet how truly and conscientiously he did so, 
fitting himself for the service which he rendered 
both to the church and to the world. 

At the age of five years (1818) he showed an 
extraordinary genius for music. A gentleman of 
the name of Eager took a great fancy to the 
child, and obtained permission to take him to 
Yarmouth where he lived. The morning after his 
return home Mr. Eager was surprised at hearing 
some one playing on the piano some of the airs 
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he had been himself playing the night before. 
On going down stairs into the room imagine his 
astonishment at seeing the child fingering the 
tunes out by ear, although at that time he had 
not learnt music. Mr. Eager ^as naturally 
struck with this strange precocity, and imme- 
diately wrote to the child's father, from whom 
he obtained permission to place him at once 
under the charge of Mr. Logier, the inventor of 
the chiroplast. Ten months after this the pro- 
gress of the child on the pianoforte was so 
extraordinary that Mr. Logier exhibited his pro- 
ficiency publicly to a crowded audience. The 
child not only played several difficult pieces with 
astonishing accuracy, but on the black board 
showed an extraordinary knowledge of harmony. 
He was at that time so small that he could not 
get upon his own music stool, but had to be 
lifted both oflf and on as he was required to take 
part in the different performances. Of course, 
this exhibition was largely dwelt upon by the 
local newspapers, and probably greater musical 
precocity was never known. 

As he grew older his love for music increased, 
so that his father sent him at the age of four- 
teen (1827), to study at the Eoyal Academy of 
Music in Hanover Square, then under the direc- 
tion of Mr. Cipriani Potter. Here his love and 
talent had full scope : he was indefatigable in his 
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studies, for his whole heart was bound up in 
them. Often he practised ten hours a day, and 
was associated with several students who have 
made a name in the musical world, notably Sir 
Stemdale Bennett, with whom he made a firm 
and abiding friendship. For seven years the two 
friends worked together as rivals under Cipriani 
Potter and Dr. Crotch. Sir Stemdale Bennett, in 
a letter to him, says " we began Hfe together : 
your unflagging patience and thorough love for 
the science made me think that you would leave 
me far behind ; but, as you say, you felt you had 
higher work, and God bless you in it." 

During his residence at the Royal Academy he 
obtained eight medals and certificates, showing 
his active application and substantial progress in 
his studies. In the last three years he, with six 
of his fellow students, attended the palace twice 
a week, to play before King William and Queen 
Adelaide, the instruments appointed to him on 
these occasions being the violin and the hautboy. 
He was organist at Brunswick Chapel, Mary-le- 
bone, London, and in the llidsummer of 1834 
was engaged to play at the Commemoration Fes- 
tival of Handel at Westminster Abbey. 

Some years after this, the diploma of Musical 
Doctor was conferred upon him. His musical 
compositions were very numerous, and he wrote 
some valuable treatises on the "Theory of Music 
and Ancient Psalmody.*' 
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In the last year of his studentship, his friend 
Bennett was seized with a fever of considerable 
severity just previous to the Midsummer Vaca- 
tion. Mr. Brewer stayed at the Academy to 
nurse him through it, and to cheer the weary 
hours of convalescence. When about to leave 
London for his country home at Eaton he sick^ 
ened; and a long painful illness ensued, during 
which his character underwent a complete revolu- 
tion, and a strong religious feeling almost over- 
whelmed him. The exercises of his mind at this 
eventful period of his history may be best nar- 
rated in his own words, in a paper which he 
read, years afterwards, at his ordination services 
in Brighton. 

"It is not always easy, nor perhaps even pos- 
sible, for those brought up in pious families to 
recount the first exercises of their minds upon 
the subject of personal religion. For amidst so 
many influences, direct and indirect, necessarily 
exerted upon the pliant mind of youth, it is 
scarcely possible that the unoccupied but inquisi- 
tive mind of youth should remain unaffected. A 
thousand strokes must needs be made upon the 
surface of the mind, if not also of the heart, 
which, when retouched in after years, will be re- 
garded not as an altogether new impression, but 
simply an old one revived or strengthened. It 
will, we hope, be understood that we acknowledge 
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the hand of God in both the sudden and the 
gradual conversion, and not l^ss in the one than 
in the other; just as we recognise the hand of 
God in gradually raising the com — ^first the blade, 
then the ear, then the full corn in the ear — as 
much as in raining down manna from heaven, 
which the children of Israel gathered every morn- 
ing for their daily use. The same God who 
accomplishes the one momentarily accomplishes 
the other gradually, and without Him * nothing 
is perfect, nothing is holy.' To this, impercepti- 
ble influence exerted from infancy do I trace the 
conversion of my heart to God. And although I 
have mingled in some of the gayest and most 
worldly society, I never remember the time when 
I was altogether destitute, not simply of respect 
for religion but even of a considerable degree of 
religious feeling. I have at this time vividly 
before my mind the surprise I experienced on en- 
tering a house where religion was a name and a 
form, and nothing else; and especially my intro- 
duction into societies where professed teachers 
of religion were considered the fittest guests and 
companions to the theatre, the ball, the card 
table, and other engagements not even so repu- 
table as these. Judge, if you can, of the surprise 
of a youth of fifteen who had never known or 
thought of a less pious minister of the Gospel 
than the late eminent Joseph Kinghorn, and 
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coming too from a family where the voice of 
prayer daily ascended from the master of the 
house, upon seeing these things in his own 
chaplain, to hear them justified upon the ground 
of his being a man like any other man, and 
therefore although not what some people who 
don't know better would expect, yet quite as re- 
Ugious as there was need to be. ' What ! ' 
thought I, 'would Mr. Kinghom be found uniting 
in such engagements as these?' The inconsis- 
tency was so striking to my mind that I from 
that time believed there must be at least two 
classes of religious teachers, — those who sought 
the office for a livelihood or for honour, and 
those who were really good men, and who at 
least believed in the importance of what they did. 
All this time I attended very regularly at church 
and at what was called family prayers : and these 
last I was often called upon to conduct myself. 
I also kept up prayer of a certain sort, — not a 
regular form of words, but extempore prayer. 
But what could that prayer be which had no 
influence in counteracting sin ? I had gone on 
in this way till, in the year 1833, I heard two 
sermons. One by Mr. St. Vincent Hammick, in 
the church, about the Wedding Supper ; and the 
other by Mr. Brock, dissenting minister, then 
supi;lying at Norwich, about our adversary the 
devil. These discourses created in my mind a 
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degree of interest in these two gentlemen, as 
preachers, connected with a sense of danger ; but 
stiQ, places of amusement and company such as 
many young men indulge in were as yet the 
most acceptable to me. 

" I cannot look back on this season of my life 
without a sense of dread at the thought of the im- 
minent danger to which I was exposed. Naturally 
indolent, I was frequently exposed to the danger 
of wasting my life in things which cost me little 
or no mental exertion. Showy, I had a love for 
that which pleased at the moment, and was conse- 
quently liable to fickleness and extravagance. In 
short, without any knowledge of the worth of the 
soul, and with the utmost ignorance as to the 
worth of money also, it is to me a wonder that I 
was not ruined both for this world and the next. 
But God, who is rich in mercy, just at this time 
laid me aside by severe illness. In May, 1833, 
I was laid up with a complicated disease which 
brought me to the very verge of the grave. For 
three weeks I was confined to bed : for three weeks 
longer was strictly confined to the house. Not 
once in all this time did the chaplain under our 
roof visit me as a minister of the Gospel, or as a 
Christian might naturally be expected to do. The 
clergyman whose church I attended came twice, I 
believe, very kindly; and once I saw him. But 
even he entered not into any conversation about 
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the state of my heart before God. Had he done 
so he would have learned that I was under great 
distress about my absence from the means of grace^ 
and about the sad indifference with which I at- 
tended when there. I had fully expected deaths 
and having only my Prayer Book I was on one 
occasion reading the service for the visitation of 
the sick, and the service for those expected to die. 
I came to these words, ' by his authority com- 
mitted to me I absolve thee from all thy sins,' 
and a train of reflection was awakened. ' Who 
can forgive sins but God ? * * What passage in 
Scripture recognises the power in a human being 
of declaring in any given case the forgiveness of 
sins ? ' and so on. My mind was aroused ; I felt 
'all was not right within. I also began to feel a 
secret wish that the passage alluded to had never 
found its way into a book I i-evered next only to 
the Bible. 

"I returned home. My first desire, after seeing 
my parents, was ta hear Mr. Brock, and it was 
my habit to divide my attendance between Chapel 
and Church until, in the autumn of 1833, a pas- 
sage in one of the prayers offered by Mr. Brock 
laid hald of me. It was God's good time, I re- 
member nothing more until the service was over^ 
when, with the arrow of conviction in my bosom,. 
I hastened home, locked myself in my chamber,, 
and poured out my penitent heart before God. 
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From this time religion became with me more 
and more of a reality. One sin confessed brought 
others to my mind, and with a view of sin there 
came also a view of the Atonement for sin. My 
former habits of indolence and self indulgence were 
now my great thrall. The question how sin could 
be subdued in me now became the anxious ques- 
tion. The difi&culties of early Christian experience 
are various : some being confounded about the work 
of the Atonement, some about the probability of 
their being accepted in the name of Jesus. I was 
mercifully preserved from both these. My trouble 
arose from remaining corruption, and my cry v/as 
* ivretched man that I am : who shall deliver 
me from the body of this death?* I was troubled 
with sin, not through any fear as to the efficacy of 
the Atonement, but because I knew that it was 
repugnant to Christianity, — a dishonour to Christ, 
and injurious to my own spiritual interests. The 
words of Paul stuck in my heart, ' The youthful 
lusts which war against the soul.* 

" I made known the state of my mind first of all 
to my father, and then to my pastor, as I now 
counted him, and in due time I was received into 
the church lender the pastoral care of the gen- 
tleman already alluded to, — Mr. Brock. Sixteen 
months, however, elapsed between my being awa- 
ked under that prayer of which I have spoken and 
my baptism. During this time my mind was fully 
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made up to withdraw from the Established Church, 
and my first thoughts about entering the minis- 
terial ofGice arose. 

" It will be borne in mind that I was brought up 
in the musical profession; and as I studied under 
some of the most eminent masters, having a great 
passion both for the art and the science, I devoted 
my whole time night and day to it. My place of 
study was London, but I had returned home ill; 
and for health's sake I was permitted to remain 
longer under my father's roof than I should other- 
wise have done. In social intercourse with the 
family I was struck with my entire ignorance of 
every subject except music. This awakened my 
desire for knowledge. Just at this time my father 
was in need of assistance in his school, and I 
offered him my services in case he could not other- 
wise succeed. My lack of knowledge was a great 
barrier to his acceptance of this help, but I came 
to the resolution that if possible I would prepare 
myself for the task against the appointed time. At 
four o'clock in the morning I was at my books, 
and in ten days more began to impart the infor- 
mation which I was thus daily acquiring. Among 
the number of books now read, besides those of 
classical and general literature, were books upon the 
Unitarian, Baptismal, Episcopalian, and other con- 
troversies. Some of my immediate relations being 
Socinians, and many of them Episcopalians, I was 
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constrained to give a reason for the views I main- 
tained, or to speak more correctly, to examine 
for myself which views were most in accordance 
with Scripture. The result was that I became a 
Dissenter, and a Baptist. 

" My thoughts were now turned upon the pro- 
priety of remaining in the musical profession. At 
length I made up my mind that music I could 
not consistently pursue as a profession : that it was 
better to consider the time and money expended 
upon that as gone entirely, rather than by spend- 
ing more to become subject to a still greater loss. 
God had . given me health and strength of body ; 
and many, both at home and abroad, were perishing 
for lack of knowledge. * Here, Lord, send me," 
was the cry ; and just as I was debating within 
myself, * But of what use can such a poor igno- 
rant creature as I be ?' I heard a sermon preached 
from the words, *We have this treasure in earthen 
vessels/ It came precisely at the moment to en- 
courage me. I told my father of the exercises of 
my mind, and asked his advice : he said nothing, 
and positively refused to advise either yea or nay. 

"In the summer of 1835 I was staying in the 
country, and went to hear a good brother preach 
one evening in a cottage. He asked me if I had 
ever spoken in public. ^No,' was the reply. 'Did 
you ever think of it ? ' I got out very diffidently^ 
* I have, very often.' * Have you any objection to 
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speak for me ? Well, now, come to my cottage 
lecture on Tuesday evening/ I did so, but the 
' meeting was just closing. The following day was 
appointed, and I went to a neighbouring place 
where, to a number of kind friends assembled for 
the occasion, I delivered a discourse. Five times 
within the seven days I spoke for that good brother, 
and thus commenced my preaching. 

*' The next year I went to Eamsgate, and to 
my great astonishment was invited by an almost 
stranger to give an address at the Baptist Chapel, 
and at the close of the year was requested to oc- 
cupy a cottage for preaching. For six months I 
continued twice every week to visit cottages, where 
to the best of my ability I preached the Gospel to 
many who, otherwise, never heard it. Letters now 
came to me from two different quarters relative 
to the work of the ministry. I was again called 
home, was requested to deliver addresses on four 
successive Monday evenings to the congregation to 
which I then belonged, and took part in a series 
of out-door services held in my native city. In 
consequence of these services I was recommended 
to study for the ministry at Stepney College, where 
I remained nearly four years." 

To the above sketch it may be added that, at 
Eamsgate, Mr. Brewer's Christian labours were 
indefatigable, especially in seeking to promote 
the spiritual welfare of his youug pupils. At 
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one school, where he was engaged as visiting 
*utor, there was a boy in whom he took special 
interest, and in the short recess he took the op- 
portunity of preaching Christ to him. He was 
led to the Saviour, and afterwards became a Wes- 
leyan preacher, but was early removed to higher 
service. A poem at the close of this memoir 
refers to Dr. Brewer's love and strong attach- 
ment to that young minister. But now graver 
things engaged his attention. He thought much 
of the work of the ministry : was a great reader 
of the Bible in the original, and studied Hebrew 
under Sir Moses Montefiore's Jewish rabbi, who 
ever afterwards remembered his diligent pupil, 
and used to visit us after we were married. 

During this time he frequently walked out 
with Mr. Binney, who was staying at Eamsgate, 
and who heard his first thoughts about minis- 
terial work. He discouraged him by saying, 
" If young men knew the anxiety, the trials, the 
many drawbacks, how few would enter the work ;'* 
but after further consideration, finding his young 
friend was so in earnest and had given up bright 
prospects in life conscientiously, he said, *'Well, 
my young friend, we want young men of your 
education to fill our pulpits.*' Soon after this 
Dr. Brewer returned to Norwich, and preached 
before the church at St. Mary's. He nearly broke 
down during the ordeal, and several times turned 
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to Mr. Brock, saying, ** I must sit down ;'* but 
ikhe pastor encouraged him by saying, **You are 
doing well, go on,** and so he got through. 
Doubtless he had prayed for strength, for if ever 
there was reality in prayer and very near ap- 
proach to God, it was when he was alone with 
Him ; no duty was ever entered upon without 
it. It was at the call of the church that he en- 
tered Stepney College, where he was beloved by 
his tutors and fellow students. We remember the 
late Dr. Murch, for whom he entertained a sin- 
cere regard, saying " He was a holy yoimg man, 
s,nA a most conscientious and diligent student.'* 
Dr. Murch esteemed him very highly as a friend, 
and took great interest in him after his settle*- 
ment in the ministry, often writing letters of 
counsel and affection. 
.19^ 
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During Mr. Brewer's College life he was frequently 
engaged in mission work and cottage preaching. 
His ardent desire was to win souls, and although 
he worked hard as a student and spent much 
time with his Father in secret prayer, he felt the 
importance of employing some part of every day 
in more immediate efforts for the conversion of 
sinners. One of his fellow students speaks of his 
consecration to his work, and how he desired to 
preach Christ wherever he went. He associated 
with them in efforts to promote a /^'revival of 
religion, taking part in special services held at 
Stepney College Chapel, and also at Mare Street 
Chapel, Hackney, of which the late beloved Dr. 
Cox was then minister. He ever entertained a 
high regard for my dear husband, and followed 
him in subsequent years with great interest in his 
various pastorates. His letters show the fatherly 
interest he took in all his movements. 

The crowded neighbourhood of Bethnal Green 
and Mile End Eoad gave many opportimities for 
the preaching of Christ. Several incidents of 
deepest interest attended those efforts, and God 
gave him souls to his ministry, many of whom 
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have welcomed him to the heavenly home. On 
one occasion he attended a Bible Meeting, where 
250 children were presented with a .copy of the 
Bible for repeating the 119th Psalm. [At that 
time the value was four times its present cost.] 
Sir T. Fowell Buxton, in the name of the society, 
presented the volumes. The children rose and 

sung, 

" Holy Bible, book divine. 
Precious treasure, thou art mine." 

My husband was quite overcome, and spoke with 
great emotion on the value of the gift, and 
of that wonderful salvation the book revealed. 
Years after a young woman came to him and 
said, "That night I found the Saviour of whom 
you spoke, — ' the pearl of great price.' " 

A City Missionary was addressing a crowd in 
the Bethnal Green Road, when some of the mob 
seized the chair on which he was standing. The 
poor man was very much frightened. Dr. Brewer 
passing by, took hold of the chair; and, after 
assisting the missionary down, mounted it and 
gave out the hymn, 

" There is a fountain filled with blood." 

The dense mass of people stood still, while he 
solemnly warned them to ** Flee from the wrath 
to come." One woman was led to renounce 
her sinful course, and give herself to the Lord. 
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"That day will declare" the good that he dlS, 
His heart was set upon doing his Master's work; 
and, having found Christ, like Andrew, he sought 
to bring others to Jesus. His ministry at the 
stations at Ann's Place and Pollard's Row, will 
not soon be forgotten. Many have passed away. 
Thirty-five years have since then silently rolled 
along, but the influence is still felt ; and will ex- 
tend to that great day when all work done for 
Christ shall be recompensed ; for " Inasmuch as 
ye did it to one of the least of these my brethren^ 
ye did it unto me." 

And now commences an important era in his 
history: his first settlement as a Christian pastor. 

His first pastorate was at Coleford, in Glouces- 
tershire. He entered upon the work in the year 
1841 : in the following October he married, and 
for nearly two years laboured in that beautiful 
spot. Much time was spent in prayer and study 
in the morning, and pastoral work engaged him. 
in the afternoon and evening of the day. It was 
xery delightful to see the avidity with which the 
miners listened to the preaching of Christ in the 
cottage services, for we had several village stations 
connected with the chapel. 

The sainted Pearce used to say, " I prayed, 
and wept, and sung while I was preaching." The 
people seemed to drink in the word with such 
earnestness, such joy of heart, that it was over- 
powering to be with thenu 
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While he ministered at Coleford a very inter- 
esting movement took place, in the fArmation of 

a new church at Cinderford. A member of the 
church resided there, and opened his house for 
religious service. The ministers in the neigh- 
bourhood assisted, and a great revival took place. 
Mighty in prayer, both young and old pleaded 
with God. On the Sabbath morning, at an early 
hour, the incense rose to God. What wonder 
then that Christ came down, and manifested 
Hinself to His waiting children ? It was the 
pri\ilege of my husband to baptize many of the 
early converts. They came through the woods 
singing on the early Sabbath morning, and then 
mingling with their brethren in the Coleford 
church worshipped with them, and were solemnly 
baptized. That church now numbers 235, and 
730 children in the Sabbath school, 

A dear old member of the church at Coleford, 
who had passed four score years of her earthly 
pilgrimage, used to say, **I'm so in the dark, in 
the dark, sir.'' The young pastor said, "Christ 
says *I am the light.*'* "Yes," she said, **I once 
heard a sermon preached from * It is good for a 
man to hope, and quietly wait, for his salvation.' " 
My dear husband feared this sermon had done 
her harm, for she often said, "I must wait." At 
last he said, ** My dear friend, may I give you a 
text ? * It is a faithful saying and worthy of all 
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acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners.'** After a few months this aged 
disciple fell asleep. Her last words were " Of 
whom I am chief;" and on her pastor repeating, 
" Other refuge I have none/* she added, " Hangs 
my helpless soul on Thee, on Thee.'* Thus God 
was "wisdom" to His servant in directing ^.he 
aged saint to rest in Christ alone. 

This incident may be useful in showing how 
the faithful pastor must be apt to teach. 

In the autumn of 1843, my husband accepted 
an invitation to supply the church at the "West 
Street Chapel, Brighton, and in November com- 
menced preaching there. The work in a fashion- 
able watering place was very different from Ihat 
of pastor in a small market town in Gloucester- 
shire. In his journal, referring to his settlement 
in Brighton, he says, '* In June, 1844, I was in- 
vited to take the pastoral oversight of the people. 
I cannot but trace the hand of God in this, as 
weU as in my other movements. The cordiality 
of the people, the indications of our Master's 
presence, and the very generally expressed wish 
of the church, the congregation, and of the visi- 
tors, contributed to a full conviction that it was 
the will of God I should labour here.** 

The recognition took place in August, 1844, 
when the Rev. J. Aldis, Dr. Cox, Dr. Murch, 
and Dr. Steane, took part in the services; and 
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the newly-chosen pastor read that account of his 
early days from which extracts were given in the 
previous chapter. In this sphere of ministerial 
work my husband had much to contend with in 
the wide-spread Antinomianism which prevailed, 
and tended materially to diminish his useful- 
ness. He was often much discouraged and greatly 
depressed. Friends from other sections of the 
church of Christ, who were won by his catholic 
spirit and fearless determination to preach, at all 
hazards, the truth as it is in Jesus, joined him 
heart and hand, and shed much sunshine on his 
work by their ever ready co-operation. My hus- 
band's influence was felt by many who visited 
Brighton for a season, and many were the notes 
and cards sent in requesting a visit from him. 
Especially was his warm sympathy extended to 
the sick and dying. Several he was permitted 
to comfort and soothe, either by a remembered 
sermon or prayer never forgotten. 

Two ministers' wives especially referred to 
the spiritual comfort he gave during their few 
months' residence on the coast. Mr. Sherman, 
late of Surrey Chapel, writes, " You, dear sir, 
will be pleased to know that my dear wife said 
a sermon of yours was her solace and comfort 
on her dying bed. You preached from * How 
dreadful is this place : it is the gate of heaven.* 
Thus we minister unawares to one another : 
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sometimes unconsciously to ourselves. But how 
blessed to feel that the Saviour condescends to 
employ us. We give * beauty for ashes : the oil 
of joy and the garment of praise for the spirit 
of heaviness."* Another visitor writes: **My visit 
to Brighton seems to have given a fresh view of 
life to me. I did not realize what real Christian 
work meant till I heard the dear minister at the 
Tabernacle, and then he said ' Every morning we 
should ask the question of our Saviour, ** Lord, 
what wilt thou have me to do this day ? " and 
enquire of ourselves every night. Have we ful- 
filled our work for God ? ' " One summer there 
was a good deal of building going on in the 
further extension of the town towards Hove. On 
Simday afternoon a large number of people re- 
sorted there, so he commenced out-door preach- 
ing. His sermons were short exhortations to the 
unconverted. "What must we do to be saved?*' 
^* Believe.'' Once he was interrupted by a loud 
voice, exclaiming ** You are telling lies in the 
name of the Lord.** The crowd seemed much 
roused, but with a voice of tender love and com- 
passion, he said ** Yes : believe, every one of you, 
and you shall be saved.** He then requested the 
gentleman who had spoken to wait until he had 
done preaching, and then he would talk to him 
of the great salvation. But he retired quietly 
and hurriedly; and not without feeling he had 
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been baflBed, for the audience never moved till 
all was over. 

There was a pecnhar adaptation in the arrange- , 
ment of his subjects, to suit all classes. 

He was invited to preach to the men employed 
in the Livery stables. They fitted up the har- 
ness room for a week's service. He took for his 
texts, **Be ye not as the horse, without under-^ 
standing," ** A horse is a vain thing foi: safety :' 
always finding that the everyday things of life 
are most Ukely to fix the attention ; and so draw- 
ing a bow at a venture to bring home to his 
hearers the glorious truths of peace and pardon 
for sinful men. 

The fishermen also shared much of his time 
and thoughts. He frequently addressed them on 
the ** Sea of Galilee,'* with its many lessons i 
the stormy waters, the calm tranquil lake, the 
miraculous draught of fishes, the toiling in rowing 
when winds and waves were contrary, the Divine 
command to the angry waves, ** Peace, be still ;** 
and the tender invitation " Children, come and 
dine," when the risen Lord prepared the fish 
and bread for the hungry, cold fishermen : these 
were subjects on which he deUghted to dwell- 
Good was done, and from the efforts made at 
this time sprung the desire to have a fishermen's 
chapel, under the cliff, which was afterwards 
reared. Children were always dear to him. How 
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well they know where they may be welcome ! His 
ready smile, his loving heart, and great simplicity, 
made them always hail my dear husband as their 
friend. He was always so unselfish; so ready to 
give whatever he had to others. Children shared 
largely his bounty : he seemed to possess the 
spirit of a child himself, and thoroughly entered 
into their feelings. Hence it was not to be 
wondered . at that a large number of children 
had gathered into his Bible Classes and Sunday 
Schools. Oh, how he felt his Master's words, 
"Of such is the kingdom of heaven!" The next 
remove in his history was in the year 1847, 
having resigned his pastorate at West-street the 
previous autumn. Soon after, being on a visit 
at Lewes, at the house of a sister of the late 
Dr. Winter Hamilton, of Leeds, he spent a few 
days with Dr. Hamilton, who was one day pacing 
the room and suddenly stopped, and said to my 
husband, ** You must come to Leeds : there is a 
large population, and a vacant church." 

Shortly afterwards he was invited to South 
Parade, and continued his labours there for only 
a twelvemonth ; when, finding from the diversity 
of views which prevailed on many important 
subjects, that his ministry was imcongenial to a 
considerable part of the church and congrega- 
tion, he thought it expedient to retire from the 
pastorate. Li the autumn of the same year, some 



PASTORAL WORK. 29 

friends connected with the former church invited 
him to become their pastor, and to form a 
second Baptist church in Leeds, on the principle 
of membership open to all Christians without 
denominational distinction. For some time the 
new congregation worshipped in a warehouse 
fitted up with seats to accommodate about 800 
people. During the winter and foUowing spring 
great efforts were made by pastor and people to 
raise funds for the building of a new chapel, and 
in the following November the foundation stone 
was laid by Sir George Goodman, who was sub- 
sequently Mayor of the town, and Member for 
the borough : distinguished for his great affability 
and beautiful simplicity of character. He was a 
sincere friend of Dr. Brewer; who had the privi- 
lege of baptizing him, of receiving him into the 
fellowship of the church, and of attending him in 
his dying moments. A little incident occurred 
which the writer cannot omit. One damp, cold 
November day, on hastening down to the spot 
where the foundation stone of Great George-street 
Chapel was about to be laid, we heard the voice 
of prayer ascending "that the Most High would 
come down and make the temple about to be 
reared His dwelling place." It was the prayer of 
an aged Scotch woman called ** Granny,** more 
than fourscore years old, on her knees praying, 
like ** Anna in the temple,'* praising God for the 
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good news of salvation, and rejoicing that another 
habitation was about to be reared for the faithful 
proclamation of the truth as it is Jesus. 

There was a remarkable coincidence which 
seemed to connect Dr. Brewer with the churches 
in Leeds : his association with the former minis- 
ters, who have fallen asleep. Strange to say, he 
read the late Dr. Winter Hamilton's last letter 
to his church from the pulpit at Belgrave. The 
Eev. J. Ely was last in public when he prayed 
earnestly at a thanksgiving meeting for the new 
minister at South Parade Chapel, and Dr. Brewer 
ministered to the sorrowing church at Queen 
Street the Sabbath evening after Mr. Scales's 
farewell sermon ; so there was a link between 
the brethren of the past and present. My hus- 
band always cherished a warm attachment to 
his brethren in the ministry, of whatever name 
or denomination. It was enough if they were 
labourers with him for the Master. At this time 
the Kevs. Dr. Eeynolds, G. W. Conder, and W. 
Guest were for many years his warm and tried 
friends. 

In the year 1851 the new chapel was opened 
by Mr. Noel and Mr. W. Bunting, who have since 
passed within the veil, and for fifteen years was 
it my dear husband's privilege to minister the 
Word of Life. A pastor's joys and sorrows were 
known to him : he lived in the affections of his 
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people, and they laboured with him for the fur- 
therance of the Gospel. 

But now another work was before him. The 
plot of groimd where the chapel stood was bought 
by the town for the site of the new Infirmary, 
and another chapel had to be reared. The situa- 
tion was not thought desirable, and consequently 
ground was chosen in a more populous neigh- 
bourhood. The old chapel was sold and put 
together again, stone upon stone ; and is now 
connected with the Established Church. Very 
beautiful was the allusion made to its former 
history at the opening services, and shows that 
all true Christians are built on one foundation. 
The officiating clergyman said, ** We are not 
come to laimch our vessel for the first time. She 
has been one voyage, and has brought precious 
stones to adorn the temple of our God. May it 
still rise higher and higher, until the top stone 
shall be brought with shoutings of * grace, grace 
unto it :' then we that go this voyage, and those 
who went with her the first voyage, shall rejoice 
together. Like the building of Solomon's temple, 
the stones have been brought together without 
the noise of hammer or chisel. They were hewn 
and squared long ago." Soon may the prayer of 
our Lord be answered, ** That they all may be 
one!" 

My dear husband took a very active part in 
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every effort to advance the spread of truth and 
righteousness. He never shunned boldly to avow 
his principles : at the same time, was most hearty 
and cordial to all denominations of Christians. 
He laboured hard for all classes. The working 
men he was specially interested in. One winter 
he devoted the Sabbath afternoons to lecture 
to them, — (a volume of his lectures was pub- 
lished,) — they were largely attended, and much 
interest excited. He frequently delivered lectures 
on scientific subjects for their benefit ; indeed, 
it was his delight to communicate all he knew. 
His midnight hours were often employed in study- 
ing and preparing lectures for the good of his 
fellow townsmen. But the preaching of Christ 
crucified was the all-absorbing work, and he em- 
braced every opportunity of fulfilling his grand 
mission. The following extracts from his own 
journal must now be introduced to acquaint the 
reader with his last work in Leeds, the opening 
of Blenheim Chapel. 

" I have never witnessed more delightful ser- 
vices than it has been my privilege to witness in 
connection with the opening of our new chapel. 
The Christian spirit, the hearty co-opeyation, the 
generous liberality shown on all hands by all 
denominations of Christians and by members of 
nearly every congregation in the town, alike seem 
to awaken our liveliest gratitude and enhance 
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our love to the Christian brotherhood. The tea 
meeting, held in the Stock Exchange Hall on 
Easter Monday, 1863, after the laying of the 
Memorial Stone by J. 0. March, Esq., (Mayor 
of the Borough,) was a memorable event. That 
meeting was only a suitable prelude to the events 
connected with the opening, which deserves to be 
remembered with gratitude as long as we Uve." 

In the following year, 1864, Blenheim Chapel 
was opened on the Good Friday, by the Eev. H. 
S. Brown, of Liverpool, and on Easter Sunday 
sermons were preached by the Eev. J. P. Chown, 
of Bradford. 

" pray for the peace of Jerusalem: they shall 
prosper that love thee. For my brethren and 
companions' sake I will now say, Peace be 
within Thee." 

On the second Sabbath Dr. Green preached 
morning and afternoon, and a united Commu- 
nion Service was held in the evening, at which 
Dr. Acworth presided. 

Strange as it may seem, the dear pastor was 
not long to enjoy this new sanctuary. From a 
very sensitive mind, a strong sense of duty, and 
feeling that the new chapel required the undi- 
vided energies of the pastor, he only continued 
its minister for three months. 

Again we refer to passages in his journal, 
showing the state of his mind. 

D 
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" The attendance was never better, (at the 
chapel), or our prospects more encouraging. I 
look still for better things, but sin is ever with 
me, — darkening my mind, burdening my heart, 
paralysing my hand, and preventing my useful- 
ness. When shall I be free? I would die to be 
free. U I live I would live a new life, with 
higher hopes, greater purity, and with a soul 
ranging with that of the Apostles and angels in 
doing the will of Christ. 

" If I were to choose, I should like to culti- 
vate my talent as a preacher. I have never yet 
preached as I desire. It is my passion. I would 
fain offer some example of a good sermon before 
I die. A man must almost die to preach in the 
first style of eloquence.*' 

Leeds, June 18th. " This day, which for nearly 
fifty years has been observed by us, as a nation, 
in commemoration of the victory at Waterloo, I 
desire to observe, not so much as a celebration of 
something already done as in anticipation of a 
great fight of afflictions which seems before 
me ; and, as in the one case the English did not 
know when they were beaten, so may I have 
grace to hold out until defeat turns into victory! 
Never have I known such a dark and gloomy 
prospect as that which, at the present moment, 
lies before me. My plans seem frustrated. My 
people naturally wanted more of my services, so 
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I have taken a partner in my school ; but it 
seems that the plan will not answer. I have 
battled hard to maintain my family. For sixteen 
years I have endeavoured against crushing diffi- 
culties to gather together and build up a church 
in this town. In this respect God has at length 
given me some measure of success, and the 
opening of our new chapel has convinced me 
that much of our want of success was attribu- 
table to the locality of the former chapel, and 
its being so difficult a place to hear in. But the 
relief has come too late to allow of my remain- 
ing at my post. Under these circumstances I 
have had many sleepless nights. My mind is 
filled with anxiety for myself, for my children, for 
the people I love. I fear lest I should take a 
wrong step, lest I should act precipitately; or 
lest, on the other hand, I should be unduly slow 
in my movements : and lest I should be betrayed 
into sin by my perplexities. Lord, keep Thou 
me in the narrow path of duty, and lead me by 
the right hand of Thy righteousness. Let fear 
yield to faith." 

Upon a solemn conviction that it was his duty 
to resign the pastorate, and devote himself to 
the education of youth, for which he was so 
eminently fitted, he sent a letter to the church 
tendering his resignation. No one could possibly 
teU the bitter pang it caused him to leave his 
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little flock. The week after, he went to Ilkley; 
tod never can we forget the solemn nights of 
prayer : he wept and prayed for his dear people, 
and entreated the Lord to build up the church on 
which he had spent so much labour and toil. It 
seemed as if the effort would be too much for 
him; but it was a step which he conscientiously 
believed to be right at the time. He continued 
preaching, both in the town and neighbourhood, 
and God gave him to know his labours were 
blest. He diligently worked at his school. Many 
have been educated by him who are now occu- 
pying important positions in the church of Christ 
as ministers, and in the professional and mercan- 
tile world. 

Some incidents regarding school life wiU be 
interesting to many of our readers ; and before 
we refer to his last work on earth we will 
introduce some circumstances memory delights 
to record. 
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In the summer of the year 1851 Dr. Brewer 
commenced a school for boys in the neighbour- 
hood of Woodhouse Moor. He often referred to the 
day when he sat with one solitary pupil in hia 
study. The school steadily increased, and by the 
end of the first quarter nine boys were under his 
careful training. He had a remarkable aptitude 
for teaching, and great patience with the restless 
nature of the young : it was a true pleasure to 
him to impart instruction. In reviewing a book 
on Education, written by Dr. Brewer some years 
after, the *' AtheruBum" says, *' The writer is not 
a pedant, but a man of kindly wisdom, who views 
boy nature, much as Arnold did, and feels to the 
fuU a teacher's responsibilities." He experienced 
many changes and fluctuations in school life ; 
but stiU, we hope the influence ever exerted had 
its power in eradicating wrong, and strengthen- 
ing and encouraging what was good. Dr. Brewer 
formed a rapid knowledge of the character of 
boys. Then, too, his sympathy with them en- 
gendered sympathy with him, and because the 
master was transparent and noble it tended to 
make them so too. It was remarked by a gentle- 
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man who entered the family as a tutor, and one 
who had had long experience, *'I never saw boys 
so ready to confess any thing that was wrong;" 
not in solitary cases, but it was a universal rule : 
and a boy who was not perfectly truthful soon 
found that he lost confidence in the whole commu- 
nity. It was delightful to witness the thorough 
readiness with which faults were confessed. One 
striking instance he remembered. "The boys were 
invited to tea with a gentleman who had a fine 
collection of pictures. The master was absent 
from the room when, in a game of * Blind Man's 
Buff,' one of the elder boys put his foot through 
the canvas of a valuable painting. Immediately 
he rang the bell, and requested the servant to 
ask her master to come. With an open candour 
he gave an account of the accident, and express- 
ing his deep regret said he was sure his father 
would wish him to do all he could to make repa- 
ration for the mischief. The gentleman said 
little, but thought much ; for the next week, 
being the distribution of prizes at the school, he 
begged to be allowed to present the first prize to 
one of the noblest boys he had ever met with." 
Another instance, showing how thoroughly he 
saw the capabilities of a boy, must be men- 
tioned. A gentleman, who had placed his son 
under Dr. Brewer's care, was very urgent that 
the boy should discontinue the study of mathe- 
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matics, as it was such a great trouble to him. 
The master felt the boy possessed clearness of 
head and powers of calculation which promised 
well for eminent success, and he entreated the 
boy might be left to his guidance, assuring the 
father he should not be overtaxed. Several years 
afterwards the gentleman called and thanked Dr. 
Brewer for his perseverance, telling him that he 
had won the highest honours for that very sub- 
ject at the London University. 

Another, a medical student, was most successful 
in some critical operation. The father of the 
young man called to thank my husband, and on 
his declining the thanks, saying he had not taught 
him the study of medicine: — "No," said the gentle- 
man, "but you taught my boy carefully to observe 
and thoroughly understand all he learnt, and this 
has been the reason of his success in his profes- 
sion.*' 

Family prayer was made much of by Dr. 
Brewer. The boys and the whole family were in 
the habit of repeating a text every evening, which 
often gave an index to the state of the mind. 
A hymn or a chant formed part of the service, 
and after family prayer the Lord's Prayer was 
repeated by all present. This service has often 
been referred to as a bright memory of the past 
school life. Oh, how much did he value prayer! 
One of the boys said to his mother, when he 
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saw her in trouble, "Why don't you pray? Dr. 
Brewer used to pray with us whenever we had 
any great trouble, and it always did us good." 

Death entered the school, for what household 
is exempt ? We will briefly refer to one instance, 
more especially connected with the subject of 
this memoir. A dear boy was consigned to 
his care from British Guiana: a bright, intelli- 
gent little fellow, — ^the son of a physician. Both 
father and mother had died a few months pre- 
viously. When the cold winds of winter set in, 
they were found too severe for the young West 
Indian, and in a brief week he was summoned 
from his joyous life to his heavenly home. He 
said to Dr. Brewer "I do not wish to die." "But 
if it is God's will, my dear boy, that you should 
leave us, I trust you are ready." The dear little 
fellow fell asleep, and woke with outstretched 
arms, exclaiming, with a sweet smile, "I am 
coming:" and then said, "Has He not said 'Come 
unto me, and I will give you rest.' Has he 
not said, 'I will be with thee in trouble?'" 
Then, after a few minutes' solemn silence, my 
husband said, with a loud voice, "Lord Jesus, 
into Thy hands we commend his spirit;" and 
he sweetly fell asleep. 

This was the only instance, in twenty years, in 
which death entered the house, although several 
of his scholars reached the heavenly home be- 
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fore him, and were there to greet him. Some 
referred to his special interest in their spiritual 
welfare, as having drawn them to God. 

Whilst at Hyde Park, he baptized, and received 
into the church several of his boys; while others 
united themselves with other sections of the 
Christian church. It was always delightful to 
see the various members of the family united 
together, and striving for the furtherance of the 
kingdom of Christ. For some time a meeting 
was held in the schoolroom on Sabbath even- 
ings. The boys distributed tracts, and invited 
the neighbours to come in. A Sunday school 
was held in a room under the school-room. A 
pious young man, one of the tutors, superin- 
tended; and some of the boys were the teachers. 
A mission-station was afterwards opened in the 
neighbourhood. 

We must not omit to mention one red-letter 
day in the history of the school in Leeds. It 
was my husband's fiftieth birthday, and we thought 
it would be the most joyous commemoration to 
invite old scholars — ^young men now in business — 
to spend . that evening. About 150 invitations 
were sent. Although a great many more had 
passed through the school, some had gone to 
other countries, some could not be traced, and 
many were too far distant to come. About fifty 
met, and a most happy gathering it was. A 
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great many letters were read from absentees, full 
of kind ladshes and happy memories of school-boy 
days ; and, altogether, there was such a happy 
interchange, both for master and scholars, of past 
reminiscences, of present positions, and future an- 
ticipations, that all felt cheered and strengthened. 

In the year 1867 the school was removed from 
Leeds into the country. Several reasons conspired 
to make us think the change desirable. The 
number of boarders had materially diminished, 
on account of reports being raised about the 
unhealthiness of the locaUty: then there seemed 
to be a constant depression on the mind of my 
dear husband, especially from his feeling deeply the 
lack of pastoral work. The opening seemed a right 
one ; but hopes were sadly disappointed, and an- 
ticipations not realized. It was always a sore 
trial to Dr. Brewer, and he constantly prayed 
that the mistakes he had made in life might be 
forgiven. 

He removed to Boston Spa shortly after this, 
and having most commodious premises, the enter- 
prise seemed likely to be very successful. The 
new school-room and dining hall were added to 
the dwelling house, and everything that could 
conduce to a first-class estabUshment seemed to 
be collected. The situation was aU that could be 
desired. The school was diligently attended to by 
the principal and some highly- valued assistants. 
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The boys gave "Winter Entertainments" to re- 
lieve the monotony of village life, which were 
highly appreciated. Dr. Brewer was anxious that 
the boys should be good speakers, and this was a 
favourable opportunity of exercising their powers 
in recitation, while their musical talents were also 
displayed. In connection with these meetings 
several clergymen in the neighbourhood kindly 
gave assistance and hearty co-operation: among 
these we must especially mention the Eev. E. J. 
Houghton, late vicar of Boston, who was deservedly 
respected and beloved by all. The boys were 
much attached to him. He kindly devoted the 
first Sabbath afternoon in the month to address 
them in the church. Thoroughly sympathizing 
with a boy's nature, he could enter into their 
joys, diflBiculties, and temptations. His remarks 
were so practical that they must long be re- 
membered. During the year 1871 the boys were 
called to mourn over the death of a dear play- 
mate possessed of singular truthfulness, earnest- 
ness, and transparency. I never saw my husband 
so deeply moved as when he communicated the 
intelligence to the surviving circle assembled for 
family worship. The dear boy was only ill a few 
days, and went home to die. When asked if he 
loved the Saviour, he said " Trying to;" and it 
was remarked to him, " There is a crown waiting 
for you." He said " Yes, -and a harp too, to 
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sing God's praises for ever and ever." The poem 
*' On the death of a scholar," was composed in 
refereijice to this affecting circumstance. 

Since writing the preceding paragraph, a very in- 
teresting circumstance has been related by an " old 
boy," and being calculated to do good we men- 
tion it. Dr. Brewer was sitting in his study one 
evening when one of the masters requested to 
speak to him, and told him that he was a good 
deal concerned, — ^that three of the boys had deter- 
mined to run away that night and go to sea. 
He remained in his study a few minutes, and 
then came up into the room where the boys were 
undressing. "Directly we heard the Doctor's step 
we fell down on our knees as if in prayer : we 
were too frightened to confess. We had packed 
up our clothes in a bag, ready for starting. We 
rose from our knees and the Doctor ordered us to go 
to bed ; being obliged to open our bags for our 
night attire. The Doctor smiled, and we heard him 
say, * Poor boys.' When leaving the room he said, 
' Father, forgive them, they know not what they 
do.' This was like a spell to us. We expected 
punishment and rebuke. We could only say to 
one, another, ' We cannot run away after this.' 
A deep and lasting impression was made on our 
minds. By his kindness and sorrow he saved 
us in the hour of temptation." 
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Extracts from letters of old scholars : — 

" For myself, I know I have lost in Dr. Brewer 
one of the best and dearest of friends. Ever 
eince I left school, I have looked back with plea- 
sure to the days; not because they were school 
days, but for the remembrance of all the kind- 
ness and true heartedness I had enjoyed. It is 
needless for me to praise that dear one gone 
home to rest, for he lived through life with but 
one end, — faithfully to serve his Maker, and to 
help others onward to reach the blessing that 
henceforth shall be his. I trust I shall never 
forget his wise counsel, and that when called 
home I shaU be able as joyfully to answer the call 
as he did. May God grant us strength fedthfuUy 
to follow the dear departed." 

Another writes, " Although words are very 
hollow in the presence of such a bereavement 
as yours, I cannot refrain from assuring you of 
the sympathy I feel. All who knew Dr. Brewer 
as a man must feel that the world is a loser 
by his departure; but with those who knew him 
intimately the one feeling must be that of the 
sincerest respect, and affection, for the manly 
purity of his character, and the simple Christian 
devotedness of his life. 

"It is impossible to estimate the indebtedness 
to liiTTi of those who had the privilege of his 
teaching and personal influence, but the loss to 
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his family must be inexpressible. If there is any 
consolation in the fact that he died as he wished 
to do, that has been fulfilled; for I well remem- 
ber a conversation we had together some years 
ago, in which he said that if it were a matter of 
choice with him and subject to the will of God, 
he should like 'to die in harness.' 

" This remark has often occurred to me, and 
now on his departure it is some satisfaction to 
realize that his wish has been fulfilled, and for 
those remaining to be able to say, 

'Servant of God, well done, 
Rest from thy loved employ; 
The battle fought, the victory won, 
Enter thy Master's joy.* " 
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It is not to be wondered at, that after a life of 
snch devoted energy and untiring work the powers 
of mind and body began to fail. We watched with 
great solicitude the weary frame, and the highly 
nervous depression that at times seemed to 
come over my dear husband. Frequently he 
said, "How is it that my God has forsaken me?" 
and a dark and mysterious Providence seemed to 
hover around him, but we know now aU is Kght. 
We often wonder while in this wilderness-world 
we are brought to the waters of Meribah, and 
cannot see the way the Lord our God is leading 
us. We saw plainly that he could no longer 
battle with the many trials and perplexities of 
school life. Entire rest, with change of scene 
and occupation was essential; and at the close 
of the year 1872, he resigned the school in 
Boston to other hands, and sought rest and re- 
tirement among his friends. We all felt a quiet 
pastorate would suit him best, and happily this 
proved to be the case. After six months' resi- 
dence in the metropolis he was recognized as pastor 
of a small Baptist church at Shacklewell, in the north 
of London, and here his heart and soul were 
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engaged in the Master's work. It was always a 
great comfort to him to recognize the Saviour 
amid the golden candlesticks, with ^*'the stars in 
His right hand." The personal knowledge that 
Christ exercises over His churches and ministering 
servants, made him feel he was in the right place; 
and, having his Master's presence and help, he 
was always happy in his work. The public re- 
cognition took place in the month of August, 
1873; he was kindly welcomed by Eev. T. W. Ave- 
ling, Dr. Angus, and several ministers from the 
neighbourhood ; a very pleasant social tea meeting 
was held in the vestry, and the evening meeting 
was presided over by Eev. Mr. Wallace of Tot- 
tenham. One of the deacons writes, " Since Dr. 
Brewer's oversight of the church at ShackleweU, 
he gained for himself the respect and affection of 
his people and many admiring friends ; and by 
his untiring efforts placed the church, so for as 

4 

its temporal prospects were concerned, in a com- 
paratively easy position, while numbers were spiri- 
tually blest by his earnest and faithful ministry.** 
It was always a great delight to him to address 
** Young Men:" he improved every passing event 
on the second Sabbath evening in every month, 
and many have expressed their rich enjoyment 
of these services. 

During his brief sojourn in the metropolis he 
was engaged in teaching and lecturing in several 
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ladies' colleges : he gained the esteem and love 
of all his young friends. One of the lady prin- 
cipals writes : /' He was a most laborious and 
efficient teacher. It did me good to watch the 
deep interest he took in every subject. He seemed 
thorough master of all he taught. My girls all 
felt he must have " earnest work." Another lady 
writes, ''What a loss we have sustained by the 
removal of one so genial, so humble minded, so 
enduring; but yet, I rejoice to think he is now 
released from a tabernacle of clay, and enjoying 
the more than perfected faculties of perception 
with which God had so highly gifted him. Truly 
and faithfully did be to the last serve his Master; 
and now he is in the full enjoyment of his re- 
ward, — ' eternal life,' love, purity, and happi- 
ness. Often have I gazed upon our dear friend 
flo patiently bearing the hand of God, so cheer- 
fully performing life's duties, and have taken 
fresh courage and thanked God that ever the 
friend now taken from us was thrown across 
my path." Such is the testimony borne by those 
who were witnesses of his daily work. 

The last few months he was engaged in teach- 
ing and lecturing to the Missionary College,^ under 
the presidency of the Eev. Grattan Guinness ; and 
this work was most congenial to his tastes. Just 
as he said, " What I have longed for : to teach 
my young brethren." His heart was absorbed 

E 
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in the work, and only on the Saturday previous 
to his deaths when he returned home^ he said, 
"It is deUghtful to meet those young men." The 
subject of their meditation had been the fifteenth 
chapter of I Corinthians, and with peculiar stress 
he dwelt upon the words, " death, where is thy 
sting?" A glorious realization of the triumphal 
language of the Apostle was about to be fully 
revealed to the waiting servant." 

Speaking in reference to the pastor, one of his 
friends said, " He has not been with us the last 
three months. He has walked so closely with 
God that earthly things have had no hold upon 
him. He was always unusually cheerful. The 
secret of his happiness was, God manifesting 
Himself to His servant ; and he lived under the 
conscious influence of His smile : his face often 
was quite radiant after communing with his 
Father ; indeed, we almost felt wherever he went 
was holy ground. Every opportunity he employed 
for preaching Christ." No class was omitted : 
the policemen, the railway porters, 'the postmen, 
all had a word in season. Like the setting sun, 
Casting its richest and most glorious hues over 
the face of nature as he sinks to his rest, so 
did this departing Christian shed the sweet lustre 
of a holy life as he neared the heavenly home. 
When Dr. Payson was on his death bed, he 
wrote "Were I to adopt the figurative language 
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of Bunyan, I might date this letter from the 
land Beulah, of which I have been for some 
weeks a happy inhabitant. The celestial city 
is full in my view. Its glories beam upon me, 
its breezes fan me, its sounds strike upon my 
ear, and its spirit is breathed into my heart. 
' Nothing separates me from it but the river of 
death, which now appears as an insignificant rill 
that may be crossed at a single step whenever 
God gives permission." So it was with my be- 
loved husband. Death had lost its sting. 

There was one circumstance of solemn interest 
at the close of the church meetings this year. 
At his wish the church commemorated the dying 
love of Christ : the bread and wine were handed 
round by the pastor, and a most solemn feeling 
pervaded each communicant. How little did we 
think we should eat it no more with him, until 
we met at the marriage supper of the Lamb ! 

The very severe winter had tried the already 
worn frame of my dear husband, and every fresh 
seizure of cold seemed to affect him more, but 
still he heeded not. ** I must be about my 
Father's business '* seemed to be his watchword. 
On the Saturday night he went as usual to the 
prayer meeting at the chapel : it was intensely 
cold and we tried to dissuade him, but he could 
not be absent. On the Sunday he preached two 
thrilling sermons : in the morning from John 



52 CLOSE OF LIFE. 

iii. 14, **And as Moses lifted up the serpent in 
the wilderness, even so must the son of man be 
lifted up ;" in the evening from 11 Kings x. 15, "Is 
thine heart right?" dwelling much on the joys of 
heaven, and urging upon all to make no delay. 
He did not, as he was wont, remain to the 
prayer meeting, but returned home feeling very 
tired; and at midnight his pains became vio- 
lent. He asked his family to pray for pa- 
tience, and then added, " Now for a long, long 
rest ! " He seemed to be aware that his end was 
drawing near, for he thanked God for having 
permitted him to deliver His message to the 
last, and commended each of his absent children 
separately to the care of their heavenly Father. 
During the time in which the pain was the most 
intense he seemed to feel the greatest ease in 
repeating verse after verse of Scripture, and often 
said, " I could not bear it, but underneath are 
the everlasting arms." 

The day before his death, he said " he saw a 
ladder with ascending angels." His face bright- 
ened as he gazed, and then he pointed to a text 
only seen to his awakened vision. He said ii 
had three meanings. Tears streamed down his 
face as he looked. 

The following brief account of the last few 
days is supplied by a beloved relation, who was 
constantly with him during the week. 
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"The most striking characteristic of dear Dr. 
Brewer's state of mind, during his last iUness, 
seemed to l>e perfect trust. All was well with 
him. All was right as to pain, sickness, or any 
thing that might happen to him. God's will, 
he believed, was just being done, so he was 
content. 

"One of the first things he said to me on 
Monday afternoon was this, *I thought through 
the night, when in such extreme suffering, what 
folly to think it the right time to seek Christ 
and prepare for eternity on a bed of suffering, 
what a comfort for me that that was all done 
long, long ago!' 

" I heard that Dr. Brewer repeated these trium- 
phant lines in the night, 

'Bold shall I stand in that great day, 
For who aught to my charge shall lay 1 * 

And the sweet state of submission he felt was 
known by the remark he made : * If my Master 
wants me He will send for me.' 

"When I returned to his bedside on Tuesday 
afternoon, I had been hearing Mr. Moody at 
Exeter Hall, and repeated to Dr. Brewer a few 
thoughts which had been given us on the 23rd 
Psalm. He seemed extremely pleased with them, 
especially with the idea, as the eastern shepherd 
explained to a traveller, that he recognises each 
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individual sheep more by some little peculiarity 
thau by any thing else ; so the Lord Jesus might 
know His own children by their failings, where 
He had most occasion to help and pity them. 
We were then talking together of the ' shadow 
of death/ and it being but a shadow, not dark- 
ness ; when an attempt was made to explain 
something to me, but strength failed, and he said 
* we will not talk more now.' I did not think 
then that so soon I should see my dear brother 
enter that valley, and prove that he too had no 
evil to fear there. 

" In reference to the wonderful work now being 
carried on in London it was frequently mani- 
fest, even during delirium and in clear moments, 
how entirely and deeply the heart was in it all. 
Dr. Brewer said it was too grand a work for 
men to criticise : it was God's work so emphati- 
cally. It was not worth while to stop and answer 
any objections, but just keep right on with the 
Lord's presence in the midst. Very affecting was 
it to see how the work that had been so loved 
in life was the all-absorbing thought of the last 
hour. Even in unconscious moments, either his 
congregation seemed to hover around his bed or 
else the students at the College, in whose interest 
he felt such warm solicitude. He continually 
addressed them on some Scripture subject, or 
gave an explanation of some doctrine : Justifica- 
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tion by faith, or Sanctification. He exhorted 
the young men again and again to be thorough 
in all their studies, never to pass over a thing 
without a clear apprehension of its meaning. 
' Preach Christ,' he said, ' with all simplicity ; 
but, remember, that involves a great deal. You 
must have a deep, clear knowledge of the things 
of salvation before you can do this.' Then the 
last interview with a brother minister was very 
striking. ' Some of us,' he said, * have been 
learning a very solemn lesson this week, (repeat- 
ing) a very solemn lesson ; and you, my dear 
young brother, have been learning a solemn 
lesson. Preach this truth : " Behold now is 
the accepted time ; behold, now is the day of 
salvation."' Then Dr. Brewer turned, as if the 
students were on the other side, and said ' and 
you, too, dear young brethren, have been learn- 
ing a solemn lesson.' A short time after an 
attempt was made to sing some hymns, but 
strength was failing, and his dear daughters took 
up the strain and sang to their father, ' Safe in 
the arms of Jesus.' Then the words came, 
* Let us pray,* and there was the last outpour- 
ing of the heart to God. It was earnest pleading 
for the church and for the world. New strength 
seemed to be infused into the failing frame as 
the pleading became thrillingly earnest, that on 
the coming Sabbath there might be a tenfold 
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blessing, that it might be the best day the • 
church had ever tnown, and that many more 
sinners might be brought to the Saviour than 
had been ever known before. 

'* After this the weary sigh came for rest. 
I said, * There remaineth a rest for the people of 
God.*^ 'Yes,* he said, 'I long, I pine for that.' He 
then began to sink into the last slumber ; but 
still, there was one more exposition of the doc- 
trine of Justification by faith, and an earnest 
exhortation to one who was standing by his side. 
We heard only feeble whisperings. After this, 
and withaut a struggle or sigh, the spirit quitted 
its tenement and was with its God." 

About a quarter past five o'clock on Saturday 
morning, March 27th, 1875, the day after Good 
Friday, on which day he had said ** What a 
glorious thing to die on the day commemo- 
rating my Lord's death;" it was granted him ta 
be with his risen Lord. "Now is Christ. raised, 
and become the first fruits of them that slept."^ 

Lines written by his Eldest Son. 

Is this death? And has thy spirit fled 
To God who gave it? Has He called 
His servant home, and whilst 
The morning sun rose on the earthy 
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The spirit on its unseen wing 

Fled into realms of perfect light and holiness ? 

What glorious vision burst upon thy sight 

When Grod who gave thee life recalled it, 

And at the gates of heaven thy spirit stood, 

And like a faithful soldier, who has fought the fight, 

Calmly with patience waits his Captain's call, 

To enter into rest! 
We gaze upon the earthly temple. 
Where once thy spirit dwelt; 
The casket which contained the gem, 
Thine earthly body, which for three score years 

Held an immortal soul. 
Thy work is done, and thy kind Master 
Called thee home from active service. 
It wast thy wish that thou should'st die in armour. 
And God hast given that wish ; 
For thy last work was for Him, 
In His house, and on His day. 
Preaching free pardon for offending man ; 
And in thy feeling earnestness. 
Pleading with sinners to make peace with God. 
The summons came, and though severe, 

The struggle was not long. 
For with the pain came heavenly calm, 
And strength to bear it. 
A few brief days and then God caUed 
His servant home into His heavenly keeping. 
Calmly and peacefully, as in a gentle sleep. 

Thy spirit passed away. 
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And shall we mourn thee ? 

Rather let us feel our loss has been thy gain, 

And strive to follow to that bright abode, 

The steps of Him thou loved'st, and like thee, 

Be faithful unto death. J. S. Brewer. 

The funeral took place on Thursday, April 2nd. 
We buried him "in sure and certain hope of a 
joyful resurrection." 

There was present a large concourse of people. 
Shacklewell chapel was quite full. The coffin was 
placed in front of the pulpit. Pure white flowers 
were laid upon it. 

The Eev. J. T. Wigner, an esteemed friend 
and fellow student, gave out the hymn, 

** Servant of God, well done. 
Rest from thy loved employ." 

Eev. W. Goodman, his brother-in-law, engaged 
in prayer. Portions of Scripture were then read 
by the Eev. J. W. Butcher, Dr. Brewer's suc- 
cessor in Leeds. The Eev. Dr. Angus, his long 
known and valued friend, delivered an impressive 
address, showing how an event so full of sadness 
had shed its appropriate consolations, and even 
joy. This, indeed, he showed, was in accordance 
with the whole genius of the gospel ; for whilst 
there were reasons for sorrow on account of the 
bereaved family, and the church, which entering 
on better days, was looking for a long career 
of energetic usefulness from their pastor, yet this 
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was not a time for mourning to him ; for if 
in their view he had died prematurely, he had 
entered only the earlier into his reward ; and 
it was one of the glories of the Eevelation in 
which they believed that the Christian man died 
not at all, and that his everlasting life began not 
on the morning of the resurrection but on the day 
of conversion." The hymn " For ever with the 
Lord " was then sung, and the Bev. T. W. Aveling 
offered prayer. The " Dead March in Saul " was 
played whilst the coffin was carried out. 

The funeral procession to Abney Park Cemetery 
was very long. The ministerial students from 
Bow College preceded the hearse. A great many 
ministers. Baptist and Congregational, followed ; 
the relatives of the deceased in mourning coaches : 
the deacons and nearly all the members of the 
church and congregation followed their beloved 
pastor to his last resting place under the large 
cedar tree in this beautiful burial ground. At 
the grave the Bev. Grattan Guinness delivered an 
impressive address on the " Besurrection," and 
offered prayer. 

The students sang the well-known hymn which 
soothed the dying saint, 

" Safe in the arms of Jesus," 
and there he rests until the trumpet of the Arch- 
angel sounds, and the dead in Christ shall rise 
to meet their Lord, — to share in His glory for 
ever and ever. Amen. 



PHAPTEI^^V J^ETTEI^S I\ECEIVED W^ITH I^FEI^NCE 

TO pR. pREWEI\^S DEATH. 

Fbom among the many tributes of esteem and 
aflfection, and the many expressions of deep sym- 
pathy which were called forth by Dr. Brewer's 
death, the following extracts and letters haye 
been selected. 

From the Rev. Canon Jackson, St. James's Church. 

"I have just read the most unexpected intelli" 
gence, — ^the death of your dear husband. How 
strange : he so apparently likely for life, I so 
feeble ! and he taken. God help us to be ever 
ready for his call ! Few ministers outside of our 
church have been so genial and kind to me as 
dear Dr. Brewer, and so I have no doubt he was 
to all ; but he had higher qualities than geniaUty. 
The spiritual union with his Lord, and the devo- 
tion to his Master, were his ; and now he knows 
the blessedness of being with his Master." 

From the Rev. Dr. Reynolds, President of Ches- 
hunt College, formerly of East Parade Chapel, 
Leeds. 

"It is very kind of you to think of me in the 
midst of your crushing sorrow. I did not know 
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your address, or should have written to say how 
great a grief your unspeakable Ibss was proving 
to me. About a year ago your beloved husband 
came to Cheshunt and very lovingly spent a few 
hours with me, and we talked together over old 
* days of happy co-operation in our great Master's 
service. Since then dear George William Conder 
has been summoned to his higher work. Your 
dear husband was always looked upon, by our 
happy fraternity, as the noble embodiment of the 
Christian charity and cathoUc sympathy for which 
he suffered so much. His wisdom in counsel, 
and his thorough brotherliness and fine manliness 
of character led us all to trust and love him. 
How the little band of brothers is now divided : 
we cannot hear each other speak, but we know 
that it is well : they are in another mansion of 
the Father's house. I know that the common 
pleas of consolation, are easy to write, and I for- 
bear. I can commend you to the love of our 
Father, and entreat for you a glorious under- 
tanding and reception of the Word of Christ. 
Being crucified with Him may you live." 

From the late Eev. Dr. Bboce. 
"My dear Friend, 

I have but recently heard of your sad and 
sudden bereavement. It is hard to bear assu- 
redly. To attempt to conceal or deny that would 
be absurd- and even profane. 
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Few perhaps are at this hour more afflicted 
than yourself. Pressure comes upon pressure, 
until a stranger to our most holy faith would pro- 
nounce that, if it is to go on after this manner, 
you needs must sink. 

My dear friend, how well you know that the 
stranger would be wrong ! Say what he might 
about the pressure, so long as ' the Everlasting 
Arms ' are underneath you there will be no sink- 
ing. And they are there for your upholding and 
reliet The God of Patience and of Hope will 
administer both the patience and the hope you 
require. Though he cause grief, yet will he have 
compassion according to the multitude of his mer- 
cies. Thanks be unto God who hath given your 
dear husband the victory, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ ! Present is he with the Lord. 

I shall not fail to commend you and your beloved 
children to Him who, to my personal knowledge, 
is the father of the fatherless, and the husband of 
the widow. Precious pi*omises await fulfilment in 
your behalf." 

From Mrs. Geattan Guinness. 

" Beloved and sorrowing Friend, 

We have just heard with deepest sympathy and 
sorrow of your great loss. How sudden and solemn ! 
From the midst of his work and of his ministry, 
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called so quickly and so quietly to enter into rest ! 
Eipe and ready, what unutterable bliss for him : 

' Desert toils all ended, nothing now but joy, 
And praises loud ascending 
His ever glad employ/ 

Dear friend and sister, look up amid your tears, 
and catch a glimpse, if possible, of the tender yet 
radiant joy now illuminating your dear one's face. 
In Paradise with Christ, satisfied for ever with His 
presence ! 

Yet I well know his joy must, for the present, 
be your intense grief. His kind and loveable 
nature must have given him an unspeakable hold 
on your affections, and the wrenching of a life-long 
tie is terrible ! I weep with you, and with your dear 
girls. The Lord himself comfort and sustain you. 

Our students will feel it deeply. They will all 
wish, as well as ourselves and children, to attend 
the funeral. They loved and respected him exceed- 
ingly. For our own sakes we shall profoundly 
regret his loss. He had counted on his being so 
much more to us in the future, than he had in 
the past. But the gracious Master said that His 
servant's work was done, and has called him home 
to receive His * well done.* 

may we redeem the time ! This event has a 
solemn voice for us all ! We shall commend you 
very tenderly and lovingly to the God of all com- 
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fort and consolation. May he pour in the balm 
that shall heal this deep wound ; and give you 
each grace to say, ' Thy will be done.* *' 

From the Eev. Dr. Green, Eawdon Collega* 

"His memory will ever be dear to me, as fix)m 
the time when, in 1840, he first took me by the 
hand as I entered Stepney College, his kindness 
and friendship have been unswerving and without 
a cloud. He was one of the most noble-hearted 
men I ever knew, or ever hope to know. But 
how inadequate my words must be to you, who 
are left to mourn not only the friend and helper, 
wise and kindly ; but the husband, the father, so 
passing rich in tenderness and love ! I can but 
pray; — ^may the Father in heaven comfort and 
strengthen you all, and give you such bright 
glimpses of that heaven where your dear one rests, 
that in the thought of his joy much of the bitter- 
ness of your sorrow may pass away. May every 
one have grace and strength to follow him to the 
eternal home." 

From the London Baptist Association : — 

April 8th, 1875. 
" Dear Madam, 

At our quarterly meeting, held last Tues- 
day at Providence Chapel, Hackney Eoad, the 

* Dr. Brewer was always much interested in the prosperity of 
Rawdon College. He was for many years one of the Examiners 
of that Institution. 
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Ibrethren present passed a vote of condolence 
with you and your dear family under the be- 
reavement you have just sustained. But few of 
us knew that our beloved brother and fellow- 
labourer, Dr. Brewer, was ill ; and when the 
news of his sudden departure transpired, it was 
a saddening surprise to us. We had learned 
to recognize in him a genial, Christ-like presence, 
and were anticipating much pleasant co-opera- 
tion with him in our Master's service. In the 
church it was his delight to serve in the Gospel, 
there seemed to be opening a brightening pros- 
pect of larger spiritual prosperity. In the East 
End Training Institute, too, his hold on the love 
and respect of the students who were favoured, 
with his instructions, promised well for great 
usefulness in that department of Christian work. 
But God's plans and thoughts about him were 
higher than ours, or even his own; for He has 
bidden him rise to the deathless land, there to 
enjoy the fellowship of the perfect, and to serve 
in a blessed fulness of consecration altogether be- 
yond and above his most ardent cravings when> 
on earth. But how shall we try to comfort you 
and the fatherless children ? your secrecy of sor- 
row none of us can pry into. Only the Father 
in heaven can rightly estimate your desolation 
of heart, and the blight that for a season seems 
to have touched- and faded the once smiUng 
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and beautiful things of life. We rejoice in the 
fact that your sorrow is not like theirs who 
have no hope. The separation you now mourn 
over is but for a little while : the union you 
are hastening to, is to have no end. The mes- 
sage to you from the Father of mercies and 
God of all comfort, seems to be this : — ' Sub- 
mit yourselves under the mighty hand of God, 
that He may exalt you in due time; casting all 
your care on ffim;* for *He careth for you/ 
May the hand that has wounded heal; and may 
He who has called to Himself your best earthly 
friend, manifest to you in a very special man- 
ner. His own nearness to you; and that while 
He has seen it good for you that the stream 
should cease to flow, you are more than ever 
welcome to draw from the fountain of life and 
blessing, full supplies for all your needs. 

I am, 

Dear Madam, 

Yours most faithfully, 
John Clifford, 
Hon. Sec.'' 

From the Baptist Church, Shacklewell. 

April 5th, 1875. 
"At a church meeting, held on Monday 
evening, April 5th, 1875, especially convened, 
the following remarks were called forth with re- 
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ference to the demise of the Eev. Dr. E. Brewer, 
pastor of the church meeting at Shacklewell, 
and put in the shape of a resolution by Brother 
HaU. 

" Eesolved : — 

" That it is with deep regret this church 
has to record the heavy loss it has sustained in 
the death of our late beloved pastor. Though 
only permitted to labour in our midst for two 
brief years, he had already won the love and 
esteem of all who knew him; and we may truly 
say he Uved in the hearts of his people. 

" Gifted with a mind of no ordinary intelli- 
gence, he was known as a man of letters, a 
scholar of very eminent attainments for which 
he reaped the reward of a public degree, while 
his sound judgment, his matured experience, and 
high reputation gave him an honoured and re- 
vered position in the churches of the Metropolis 
and elsewhere. In private life his gentleness of 
disposition, his unassuming and retired manner, 
his forbearance and consideration for the feelings 
of others, and the rfespect with which he treated 
all classes equally, whether high or low, rich or 
poor, were prominent characteristics. But it is as 
a Christian minister, a servant of the Mos* High 
God, that we would more particularly record our 
tribute to his work. Here it is that he excelled. 
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and that his character shone out with greatest 
brightness. Possessed of a well-stored mind, a 
clear and comprehensive knowledge of the Word 
of Life, and a heart deeply imbued with the spirit 
of his Divine Master, his preaching was with 
power, and in demonstration of tiie Spirit. To 
proclaim a full, free, everlasting salvation through 
our Lord Jesus Christ, and to show forth His 
love to man, was his greatest delight, his favour*- 
ite theme. With fervent zeal and earnestness he 
preached forgiveness of sins through the Blood of 
the Lamb, by repentance and faith ; while with 
tenderness and love he exhorted all to accept the 
invitation of the GrOspel, and lay hold on eternal 
life. Truly, we say in the words of tiie Apostle, 
he was *a workman that needeth not to be asha- 
med,* and we rejoice to be able to record the fact 
that he did not labour in vain, nor spend his 
strength for nought, for much good was done by 
his instrumentality, many souls were saved ; the 
church was strengthened, great spiritual life im- 
parted, and the Word of the Lord was having free 
course and being glorified in our midst. * Though 
dead he yet speaketL* May his words and teach'- 
ing abide with us; and while we would not mourn 
as those who have no hope, knowing that our loss 
is his infinite gsttn, let us pray that the Lord will 
send us another under shepherd, like unto- him He 
hath taken away." 
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From the Church at Blenheim Chapel, Leeds. 

"Dear Mrs. Brewer, 

It was not possible that your recent heavy 
bereavement should pass unnoticed by us as a 
church, and we now ask to be allowed to express 
our deep sympathy with you in your sorrow and 
loss. Dr. Brewer was so long and so intimately 
connected with this church, and indeed up to the 
time of his death was so truly one of us, that 
his sudden removal has been like the making of 
a gap in our own ranks. There are some still 
amongst us who for long years worked and prayed 
by his side, and who will for the remainder of 
their time feel that earth is the poorer and heaven 
the richer for the loss of his kindly presence. 
And knowing what we do of the generous and 
sympathetic interest which Dr. Brewer took in 
our affairs, we all feel that we have lost one of 
our best friends. 

We are glad, however, to believe that the in- 
fluence of his life, and labour, and prayers, still 
abides in many a heart and home, and in God's 
good providence will never die. ' One soweth 
and another reapeth,* and the good seed cast into 
the ground by our departed friend, is even now 
bearing fruit to the glory of the Master whom 
he served. 

In the midst of the sorrow we felt when 
tidings reached us of your husband's death, it was 



70 LETTERS. 

a great joy for us to know that he was enabled 
to meet the great change calmly and even rejoic- 
ingly; and that out of much suffering he peace- 
fully entered the home above, bearing new testi- 
mony to the truth, that 

' Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are.' 

Not for him do we mourn : he is beyond the need 
of our sympathy. In his death, as in life, he 
preached Christ ; and now he is with Christ, which 
is far better. We earnestly trust that you who 
have been left behind and are now feeling your 
loss and loneliness, may be abundantly sustained 
by Him who is 'the husband of the widow, and 
the Father of the fatherless.* 

These are very familiar words and form an oft- 
repeated sentence of comfort, but we know of 
none by which our hope and prayer can be more 
truly expressed. May 'the God of all comfort' 
abide with you, and with each member of your 
family, and ever make His presence to be your 
guidance and strength ! To His grace and power 
we would now prayerfully commend you : and with 
much Christian sympathy, 

We are, dear Mrs. Brewer, 

Yours very sincerely, 

Signed on behalf of the Church, 

J. W. Butcher, Pastor." 
April 19th, 1875. 
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A Sermon preached at Shacklewell Chapel, Sunday Evening, 
April 4th, 1876, after the death of Dr. R. K. Brewer, 
Pastor of the Church, by the Rev. T. Vincent Tymms. 

"All things are for your sakes." — 2 Cor. iv. 15. 

" For all things are yours ; whether Paul, or Apollos, 
or Cephas ... or life, or death. . . . All are 
yours; and ye are Christ's." — 1 Cor. iii. 21, 22, 23. 

If these words of Paul are true, and we all 
believe them to be words of truth and soberness, 
then you have not lost your pastor. He is still 
yours. You will never hear his voice again from 
this pulpit. You will never see his face again 
as you saw it in the varied intercourse of by- 
gone years ; but he is yours, as Paul, and 
Cephas, and Apollos, though dead, are the pro- 
perty of all churches ; and as all who have ever 
thought, [and spoken, and wrought for Christ are 
the common heritage, and increasing wealth of 
Christians in all ages for evermore. 

I have not come here this evening merely 
to condole with you as a bereaved people. I 
do, indeed, grieve with you in your grief, and 
feel much sympathy when considering how your 
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pleasant plans have been frustrated, how yonr 
ibrightening hopes of renewed prosperity under 
Dr. Brewer's ministry have been darkened, and 
how your happiness has been broken in upon 
l)y the removal of one in whom you rejoiced as 
:a pastor after God's own heart. I remember 
tiiese things, and am sure that God our Father 
has no rebuke for your sorrow. But, although 
He has no rebuke. He has a will to turn your 
sorrow after a season into joy ; and if it tempts 
you to yield to any faithless despondency, then 
for your want of faith He has a gentle chiding 
to administer, and in its place a spirit of strong, 
brave hope to breathe into your hearts and 
minds. 

It seems very strange and hard for God to 
take away your leader at such a time as the 
present. He was not a young man, but he 
was not too old for a reasonable prospect of 
i9ome years' continuance in service. To ordinary 
observers he had the appearance of unabated 
vigour, and of one likely to reach at least the 
allotted threescore years and ten. Moreover, 
special need seemed to exist for his active over- 
sight at this stage of your history as a congre- 
gation, and, humanly speaking, his work might 
have been much better handed over to another 
had he been spared even a few months longer. 
Why, then, should God have taken him at such 
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A time ? I do not know ; I cannot so much as 
guess ; but of this I am confident, that for some 
wise and loving reason God has taken him at 
the hour you would have said He should not. I 
do not know how it is to become apparent, but 
it would be dishonouring to God not to believe 
that it is expedient for you he should go away, 
as well as gainful for him to be taken. We 
must not think of death as a thief breaking into 
the fold of Christ to ravage His sheep, or destroy 
their leaders, for death is indeed the messenger 
of the good Shepherd who gave his own life for 
the sheep ; and He now deals with us in the 
same love as when He died on the cross to the 
great sorrow and dismay of His disciples, but for 
the eternal gain of the world. We must remem- 
ber it is Christ and not an enemy hath done it. 
It is Christ who walks among the churches, 
holding their stars in His right hand, and who 
has the keys of Hades and of death ; and Christ 
knows better than we do whom to take and 
whom to leave ; and when to spare and when 
to call His servants home. As we look back on 
the history of God's, people, we see a long roll 
of priests and servants, and hear a perpetually- 
recurring lamentation over their decease. There 
was Aaron, the father of priests. To him men 
came with gifts and offerings in the wilderness, 
and through him they appeared before God's seat 
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to obtain mercy and grace. But Aaron died at 
Mount Hor, and the whole camp mourned; yet 
from the day of Aaron to the day of Christ 
there was always a priesthood, although individual 
priests died ; and therein was an earthly type of 
Him who continueth ever, and therefore is able 
to save unto the uttermost all who come unto 
God by Him. Then, again, there was Moses, the 
man of God, by whom Israel had been taught, 
and fed, and governed for forty years. By his 
hand Jehovah wrought the wonders of Egypt, 
and led His people like a flock in the wilder- 
ness ; and to him the people looked as their 
leader into the promised land. They came at 
length to that fair country which had been their 
vision by day and their dream by night. Only a 
narrow river flowed between them and it, and 
the feet of Moses walked upon the Moabite bank 
of Jordan while he looked across to the good 
land, but he was not allowed to enter, because 
God was angry with him for their sakes- How 
could the people attempt the conquest of Canaan 
without him ? Is it any wonder they fasted and 
wept when the Lord called His servant up into 
Mount Nebo, and buried him in an unknown 
grave ! Nevertheless, their true leader and Shep- 
herd had not died. God was with Joshua as He 
had been with Moses. The* Almighty dwelt in 
their midst as of old, saying to Joshua, " As I 
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was with Moses, so I will be with thee ; I will 
not fail thee, nor forsake thee. Be strong, and 
of a good courage." And so, too, when Joshua 
died, other rulers followed, and prophets and 
kings arose at the beck of God until Christ came 
into the world. When Christ came into the 
world, men looked for Him to abide until He 
had completed His work ; but Christ died, and 
was buried, and His friends mourned with what 
. seemed a remediless sorrow. Who could carry 
on His work? Who could take His place? Could 
ever a death be more untimely than His ? He 
was only thirty-three years of age : only three 
3^ ears started in public life. All the ripest years 
of manhood were before Him, and what a work 
He gave promise of doing for the world ! He 
was as a well of water opened in the wilderness, 
as a shelter from every storm, and the shadow 
of a great rock in a weary land. He gathered 
to Himself the hopes of His nation. He drew 
closely round Him a band of devoted disciples, 
who waited on His counsel, and delighted in His 
will ; while the Gentiles seemed on the point of 
coming to His light through the rumours of His 
goodness and power, which spread to far oflf 
lands. When He died, the earth trembled and 
shook, the light of the sun was darkened, and 
an awful sorrow smote the hearts of His disciples 
to stony hardness. But was not that strangest 
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of all deaths theirs ? and is it not ours ? What 
friend of man ever rendered us so great a service 
as did death when, fastening her hands on Him 
she failed to hold, she obtained her own subju- 
gation to our ministry for ever ? The broken 
<5ircle of friends, the abandoned work, the sud- 
denly-arrested career, the shattered hopes of mul- 
titudes; can we lament them now, or think the 
death of Christ untimely ? Nay, for He who 
was dead liveth, and is alive for evermore ; and 
now the strangest, and to human thought the 
most untimely death of such as die in Christ, 
must needs be <;onfessed less strange than that 
of HiTn who was cut oflf in the midst of His days, 
though not for Himself, and, before His hair was 
growing grey, was brought down with sorrow to 
the grave. 

He would be a vain pretender who should 
affect to understand the whole service death is 
designed to render, or explain the -matter in any 
given case. We cannot tell what purposes are 
to be fulfilled by anything God does until they 
come to pass, but before they come to pass we 
may believe that God is working good. When a 
child dies we try to be glad because God has 
taken it away from the evil which has so sorely 
pained us, and from the warfare of our sinful 
world in which we have been so often worsted; 
imd yet, it seems full hard to part with such 
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8weet innocence and winsome glee. We ask why 
should a child be given to win a parent's love, 
and then be taken when the opening mystery of 
spirit-life begins to charm ? We murmur when 
a mother's arms are untwined from her offspring, 
the parent being taken and an infant left. When 
the youths faint and die at the outset of their 
career, having scarcely closed their work of edu- 
cational culture, we mourn to think that death 
should lay her hand on those who seem to give 
assurance of a useful life. And yet often before 
the good fight is well begun, before the race is 
fairly opened, and before faithfulness has been 
fuUy tried, the arm of the soldier is broken, the 
feet of the runner are stopped, and the servant 
is withdrawn from his service before he can earn 
his crown. So, too, when death meets strong 
men and cuts them down as great trees are felled 
in the forest. When wise men, full of slowly- 
gathered wisdom and knowledge, and experienced 
faith, skilful with a disciplined ability, and ear- 
nest with a corrected zeal ; when these are laid 
low there seems such a waste of what the world 
most needs, that we are ready to think death 
must needs be blind like Samson to pull down 
these templia pillars, rather than a clear-eyed 
angel of the Lord. There is, no doubt, a time 
to die as there is a time to be bom, but to our 
faithless thought no time is timely except when^. 
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the servant of God, haying served his day and 
generation, feels worn out, and, beginning to 
weary of new ways and faces, exclaims, " Now, 
Lord, lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace.'* 
But Christ reproves these repinings, contradicts 
these thoughts, and would have us reckon no 
time untimely, and no season unseasonable, so 
that, whether it be an infant of days or an old 
man full of years who is removed, we may say, 
"This is the Lord's doing; it is marvellous in 
our eyes," yet " Even so, Father, for so it seemed 
good in Thy sight." 

It is my earnest hope and confidence that God 
will show you in due time the merciful and 
gracious meaning of what is now a heavy blow, 
and seems to be a sore discouragement. I trust 
the issues of Dr. Brewer's brief ministry will be 
seen in the day's coming, and the years to follow, 
and in such a way as shall make you know that 
God doeth all things well. But there are other 
aspects of this occurrence to which we must now 
turn. 

This death is yours, and for your sakes. Yes ! 
but, by the same law, it is his, and has hap- 
pened for his sake also. For you the blessed- 
ness is veiled in mystery, and calls for strenuous 
exercise of faith ; but for him the blessedness is 
open, and, we doubt not, is already experienced 
with rapture to be great gain. Before he died 
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he had visions of strange beauty which kindled 
anew the light |in his failing eyes, and roused all 
the energies of his soul. ^He could not tell us 
what they were ; he could only say that they 
were ** glorious." But what were they to the 
vision which has opened to his spiritual sight 
now the veil of flesh no longer intervenes, how- 
ever thinly, to obstruct ! On Sunday evening 
before coming here to preach, he repeated with 
much emphasis the text, ** For me to live is 
Christ, and to die is gain." He knew it would 
be so, and while he joyed to serve you in the 
Gospel, and specially rejoiced that God allowed 
him to speak again that Sunday evening, there 
was in his heart a sure and certain hope of see- 
ing Christ, and being made Uke Him very soon. 
Would you then bring him back again? Would 
you recall his triumphant spirit from its glorious 
and painless body to the weak and burdensome 
flesh? Would you, if able, call him back, and 
so call him down from the high service, and 
holy priesthood of the upper sanctuary, to the 
laborious and troubled ministry from which GoA 
called him hence ? No ; as you love him you 
are glad he has gone to the Father, and to one 
of the many mansions in the Father's house. It 
is no cause for sorrow that he should be with 
Jesus, beholding His face in righteousness, and 
Berving Him day and night with unwearied eye- 



80 DEATH IS TOUBS. 

lids in His holy temple. If we believe in Him 
in whom our friend believed, we must awaken 
onr hearts to glow with sympathetic triumph, 
and, rising on wings of faith above the skies, 
instead of casting down onr faces to the cheer- 
less ground, we most join onr praises with his, 
and with those of all the blood-washed multitude 
before the throne, singing here by faith the same 
song they sing there in sight of Him, and to 
Him who has redeemed them from amongst men, 
granted them an inheritance with all who are 
sanctified, and made them kings and priests unta 
God and His Father. 

From these thoughts of gain to him whom God 
has taken, we are brought back to another sense in 
which not only his death, but death itself is ours^ 
His departure reminds us that we too must go the 
same journey, we know not when, or how, but we 
know that all paths of human story terminate in 
the dark valley where the road runs out of sights 
Some end abruptly, and the descent isr as when one 
steps out suddenly from a cliff on which the grass^ 
grows, and the flowers bloom to the very edge;, 
others end slowly, and departure is gradual, as 
along a path which winds down to stony places 
without light, and by the side of which the 
verdure almost imperceptibly fails. It is a valley 
we are long in learning to regard without loathing,, 
and; indeed; until men actually come to it they 



DEATH IS YOURS. 81 

seldom can regard it without a sense of shuddering 
awe. But, brethren, if we are Christ's, that valley 
path is a part of our way home ; and death is 
ours — our friend and helper, yea, our servitor, 
to undress us from the sin-soiled and worn-out 
garment of flesh, that we may be clothed upon 
anew, with a body fit for heaven. If we are 
followers of the faith and patience of them whom 
God has glorified, death will be our gain as we 
deem it theirs ; and though we <^annot bring them 
back to us, we shall go to them and be made 
perfect at their side. 

But some may say, '^ Is not death a part of the 
•curse pronounced on man because of sin ?" Must 
we not then speak of death itself as an evil, 
although Christ gives us victory over it, and 
leads us through it into better life ? Yes, 
friends. Death is a part of the curse ; but 
know you not that all God's curses are for our 
^sakes, and are pregnant with blessings in due 
time to be brought forth ? God cursed the 
ground for man's sake we are told in Genesis, 
«and foolish people read that record as if it 
meant a mere outburst of anger against the 
unoffending soil, a sort of unreasoning spite 
which could not confine itself to the guilty 
cause of provocation. But the ground was 
cursed because God foresaw what philosophic 
historians of civilization now make a reputation. 

G 
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by discoveriiig that sinful man flourishes best 
where natnre is not too spontaneous in her 
fertility, and requires hard labour to extort her 
fruits. And in like manner God's curse, of 
death in so far as it relates to what is physical, 
was uttered in love. Yes, in the same saving 
love as He sent Christ Jesus into the world to 
die. It was uttered as an essential part of 
God's redemptive counsel; and Christ, who came 
to deliver us from the fear of death as from all 
other curses, has left us to endure the death of 
our bodies as the final severence of our souls 
from sin. That very corruption we so hate 
and loathe, is a kindly reduction of the earthly 
frame to wholesome earthly uses. It is a dis- 
solution of what will no more be needed by our 
souls, when, having left behind that flesh and 
blood which cannot inherit the kingdom of 
heaven, they shall have entered into bodies 
made like unto the glorious body of Christ. 
Decay for these poor frames need no more 
trouble us than the fading and decomposition 
of these woven garments which conceal them* 
We ourselves shall no more be laid in our grave 
than we shall be cast into the receptacles of 
our worn out raiment. You who now think, 
and feel so much repugnance, — ^you who now 
listen and are conscious of being in the flesh, 
YQU can never be buried. The conscious and 
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reflecting soul is that which causes your body now 
to resist the chemical action we call corruption, 
and to resist it in a way no chemist can explain • 
While you abide in the flesh the flesh is yours, and 
your impressions of this world are derived through 
its sensations. But you who now listen are where 
physical science cannot find you — just as by 
searching it cannot find out God the Father of 
our spirits — and when you cease to animate the 
flesh you will be where no physical corruption 
oan touch. Your soul will be clothed with that 
which is immortal and incorruptible. The clean 
heart will dwell in a clean house, and the right 
spirit abide in a holy temple. And death is 
yours, therefore, because, while it ushers you 
into the light of God, it will take that body 
which has given you so much weariness and 
pain, that body which has proved so poor an 
instrument wherewith to do the will of God, and 
80 strong a temptation to make you follow its 
own lusts into sin : death will take that body 
in which you even now perhaps groan, being 
burdened, and in the sacred secresy of the grave 
will separate it atom from atom, and present its 
elements again for the art of God to fashion into 
new forms of life. I have no sympathy with 
those who heap opprobrious epithets on God*s 
wondrous workmanship. This body is something 
far finer than a cumbrous load of clay which 
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clogs the soul and arrests her eager flights. Bat 
sorely it is not such an organ as the soiQ longs 
for^ or such a building as God can make ! Do 
you really want that body of yours always ? You 
who feel the fires of unhallowed passion bum, and 
bum the more vigorously the more resolutely you 
deny the flesh ; you who know by your stem ^ar 
against carnal appetites what Christ meant when 
He talked of cutting off a right hand, or plucking 
out a right eye, do you want that body of yours 
always ? You who go about your daily tasks ^th 
pain and weariness, willing to toil but almost cast 
down at the countless cost of constant seU-^com- 
pulsion ; you who are fretted by frequent ailments, 
or hindered by lasting feebleness, do you want that 
body of yours always ? Why should it cause you 
distress to think of it as about to be dissolved? 
" grave, where is thy victory ? death, where 
is thy sting ?" Verily thou art spoiled ! thou art 
conquered, yea, thou art abolished ; and thou art 
ours, even when thou thinkest us thy prey, and art 
altogether swallowed up in the life of our Lord anA 
Saviour Jesus Christ. 

Brethren, the time is short, and the words I 
want to say to you are many, so that I cannot 
say them all. It is in my heart to offer many 
words of brotherly counsel and admonition to 
you as a church. I should like to speak to you 
of a memorial you should raise to your departed 
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teacher. You may raise a monument of stones 
if you will in yonder cemetery, and such a 
monument may have many uses ; but God's 
wind will blow, and His rain will fall, and the 
destructive acids of our city atmosphere will 
assail, and your monument will in a few years 
be worn and discoloured, and its lettering 
illegible. But you may raise a lasting monu- 
ment of Uving stones, which the fingers of time 
can never decay, and write in your personal 
characters an inscription which shall be to his 
great honour and to God's eternal praise. You 
know the sort of Christians he laboured and 
prayed to make you. Gall to mind, then, all his 
counsels, all his exhortations, and all his ex- 
ample, and now, in his absence, even more than 
in his presence, do as Paul, in view of not un- 
likely death, entreated the Philippians, ** Work 
out your own salvation with fear and trembling.'* 
Let no good work be abandoned ; let no spirit 
of fear or indecision invade your councils. Ee- 
member, it was God who spoke to you by him 
who is gone. It was God who moved you by the 
truth he taught, by the impulses he roused, and 
God who by him worked in you to wiU and to 
do of His good pleasure ; and now, although the 
human instrument is absent, God is with you, 
Christ is in your midst, and all things are yours, 
and ye are Christ's, and all things are for your 
sakes. 
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I must not attempt to fill up the outline of 
this much embracing thought; but, before I close, 
let me ask a question of each person in this 
place. Let me ask it of you one by one. Are 
you Christ's ? If you are, then all I have said 
applies to you ; but, if not, only a little. If 
you are not Christ's, then it is not true that all 
things are yours; for, apart from Him, death is 
not yours, but you are death's. Death, as the 
word is often used in Scripture, does not mean 
the cessation of existence — ^it means the absence 
of all conscious and blessed intercourse with God. 
Adam died thus in the very hour he sinned, and 
he betrayed his state of death by hiding from the 
face of God among the trees. The younger son 
in the parable died thus to his father, and re- 
mained dead while he remained in the far-off 
country ; nor was he alive again until, coming 
to himself, he arose and came to his father, say- 
ing, " Father, I have sinned against heaven and 
before thee." And, in like manner, whosoever 
liveth in sin is dead while he liveth-— dead in 
trespasses and sins unto E[im in whose favour i& 
Ufe, whose loving kindness is better than life, and 
whom to know is life eternal. You are dead 
unless you love God ; but Christ has come to 
quicken us, who were otherwise all thus dead> 
and to enable us to live again unto God. He 
eomes that by His own death He may impart ta 
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us spiritual life ; and now His voice is unto all 
the children of men. Those who are in the 
deepest, darkest graves, those in whom moral 
corruption has wrought most wofully, all may 
hear the voice of the Son of man, and may come 
forth. Christ is speaking to every one of you 
to-night by the solemn event which calls us 
together, and you can hear the summons as I 
prophesy unto you in the name of the Lord— 
''Awake, thou that sleepest, and arise from the 
dead, and Christ shall give thee light.'' 

Some now before me are at least partially 
awakened. This sudden recall of Dr. Brewer has 
roused you, perhaps, from torpor. It brings back 
to you sermons those sealed lips uttered, and 
personal appeals those closed eyes once seemed 
to make more touching by their love. I pray 
you go not away and fold your hands again to 
sleep, but rather let your cry be : " Lighten 
mine eyes, Lord, lest I sleep the sleep of 
death ! " WhUe the virgins slumbered at mid- 
night, there was a cry made, " Behold, the 
bridegroom cometh ! " and when he came thus 
unexpectedly, there was no time left wherein the 
fooKsh maidens might find oil for their lamps. 
This thought was much in Dr. Brewer's mind 
on his death-bed. He was in such constant and 
distracting pain that he could neither read nor 
pray, and his repeated exclamation was : '' Oh, if 
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L had to seek God now ! " A few hours Before 
he died he clasped my hand with an abnost 
painful grip, imploring me to say to the young 
men to whom he lectured on theology, and to 
say to all : " Now is the accepted time — ^now is 
the day of salvation." I spoke from these words 
to my own congregation last Sunday evening, 
and now I repeat them as your pastor's dying 
message to you. Hearken not as to me, bm 
attend as to the voice of him who, being dead, 
speaks through my lips out of the fulness of his 
dying love, and in the intensity of dying ear- 
nestness. But, better still, incline your ears as 
to the voice of the Holy Ghost, who becomes 
articulate in the speech of all whom He inspires. 
To-day, if ye will hear His voice, harden not 
your hearts, for to all who have ears to hear, the 
Spirit saith : ** Now is the accepted time — ^now is 
the day of salvation." 



The desired ^ayen. 

A Sermon ik Mjsmort of Db. Brewer, preached in Blenhkimi 
Chapel, Leeds, April 4th, 1875, by the Rev. J. W. Butcher, 
Minister op that Chapel. 

"So He bringeth them unto their desired haven." — 
Psalm cvii. 30. 

It will be seen that the passage from which these 
words are taken is a description of a literal storm- 
at sea. For among those who are invited by the 
Psalmist to "give thanks unto the Lord" there are 
men "that go down to the sea in ships/' that "see 
the works of the Lord and His wonders in the 
deep." And while the psalm as a whole brings up 
to view a series of " pictures of divine deliver- 
ances," this passage pictures that special form of 
deliverance which has been granted to men upon- 
the sea. 

The stormy wind lifts up the waves ; the driven 
ship mounts up towards the heavens, then plunges 
swiftly down into a great gulf: the sailors lose all 
command of their staggering vessel : they "are at 
their wits* end," and "their soul is melted because 
of trouble." But lo ! the scene is changed when 
their cry goes up to the Mighty Euler on high. 
In compassionate response " He maketh the storm 
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a calm, so that the waves thereof are still. Then 
are they glad because they be quiet. So He 
bringeth them unto their desired haven." 

When this whole psalm was sung before Gk)d, 
every sea-going man in the gathered throng would 
feel that there was a special part of the service fo^ 
him : yet the thought both of distress and of 
deliverance was such as all the worshippers could 
appreciate. And we who now read the psalm, 
and in a Christian sense celebrate God's care over 
men may fitly employ its expressions and widen 
the application of the thoughts which it embodies. 
It is, of course, in this sense, and with this lati- 
tude, that I use the words of the text to day. 
Of all of us it may be said with truth, that our 
life is stormful and dangerous. Like mariners, we 
are often apparently at the mercy of the winds and 
the waves. Apparently, but not really, for there 
is still One to whom we may cry in our trouble; 
who can bring us out of our distresses, and through 
all the storms of life guide us into the ** desired 
haven." 

And with regard to him of whom It is my 
painful yet glad duty to speak this morning, there 
seemed to be no words which could more truth- 
fully describe his peaceful end than the words of 
the text : for it was as a ship escaping the peril 
and storm of the outer sea, and gliding into the 
quiet waters of the harbour, that he entered into 
rest. 
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It is not my purpose to attempt any elaborate 
account of the life and work of Dr. Brewer. I 
speak to some who have known him long, who for 
years worked and prayed by his side, who need 
no words of mine to recall his memory or his 
work. Nearly all of us knew him as a friend and 
former minister of this congregation. It was in 
the year 1847 that he came to Leeds, and here, 
for a period of seventeen years, he continued in 
the pastoral office, discharging its duties amid many 
cares and difficulties, but with a spirit of love and 
prayerful earnestness of which some of you were 
witnesses. I cannot speak of those days at any 
length, for I did not know, as you knew, the 
prayerful desires, the hard struggles^ the loving ex- 
ample of one who never lived for self, and of 
whose private life it may be said, — "he walked 
with God." But I must express to day my sense 
of the privilege which has been granted me of 
entering upon the labours of so holy and devoted 
a man ; and the further privilege of being helped 
in the beginning of my work by his prayerful 
sympathy. I well remember the time when he 
came to see me with reference to mv first visit 
to Leeds, and remember too how anxious he was 
about your welfare, how ready to do anything in 
his power to further the interests of this church. 
And in the four years which have elapsed since 
that day I have seen and rejoiced in many of the 
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results of Dr. Brewer^s work, although that work 
was separated from mine by an interval of years. 
We none of us know what, under Grod, we owe 
to his prayers and influence. "One soweth and 
another reapeth," and though on earth it cannot 
always be seen how their lives and works are 
linked, the day comes when sower and reaper shall 
rejoice together with "the joy of harvest" 

Dr. Brewer's connection with this church was 
formally severed in the year 1864, but it was not 
really severed. He always seemed to be one of us;: 
and had he been spared many years would never 
have lost his keen interest in all that pertains to 
our welfare. When he bade farewell to the church 
as ita pastor, he wrote as follows : — " I am neither 
permitted to labour among you nor to remain with 
you, though be assured that as long as life lasts I 
shall feel a warm interest in your welfare. You 
share among you my most cordial affections, and 
my right hand must forget her cunning before I 
forget you." Many of you know how true were 
these words, and how amply they have been ful- 
filled. I have heard him say that Sunday never 
came without his turning in thought to those who 
worshipped here, or without his fervent prayer as- 
cending on their behalf No church could have a 
better, truer friend. You must sorrow to day with 
a sense of personal loss. You can never cease 
lovingly to cherish his memory. 
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In few words I would now speak of his last 
days. On Sunday, March 21st, he preached twice 
in his own pulpit at Shacklewell, and beyond an 
appearance of exhaustion, which however was over- 
come by his earnestness, there was nothing to in- 
dicate any serious disease. But on Teaching home 
afl^r the evening service he became serilly iU, 
and towards midnight thought that death was 
approaching; he bade farewell to the members of 
his family that were present, and commended both 
them and the absent ones to God in prayer. But 
the end was not yet. For a little longer he wa€ 
to wait and to serve, adding a dying testimony to 
that which had been borne by the life. During 
these days of suffering it was seen how thoroughly 
he rested upon the support and consolations of that 
gospel which he preached. One of his first ex- 
pressions, when he laid himself down upon his 
bed, was this, — 

''Not a single shaft can hit 
Till the God of love «ees fit." 

Many times be repeated the texts, " Underneath are 
the everlasting arms," "For to me to live is Christ 
and to die is gain." To a neighbouring minister, 
who came to visit him, he spoke words of dying 
earnestness -about the work of preaching the Gospel, 
beseeching him to tell men ''now is the accepted 
time, now is the day of salvation!" Even in his 
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delirium he was often preaching to his people, or 
addressing with affectionate solemnity the students 
of the East End Training Institute, who had been 
under his instruction. He seemed to rally in the 
middle of the week, but sank again on Thursday : 
on Friday night he lost consciousness, and on Satur- 
day morning, just as the sun rose with a burst of 
glory upon the scene, he quietly breathed his last. 
So was he brought into the "desired haven/' So 
he passed through the gate of death, into that 
fuller life of which there could be granted here on 
earth only the foretaste. Must we not say, "Let 
me die the death of the righteous : let my last end 
be like his?" 

On Thursday last, a bright, peaceful afternoon, 
with signs of early spring around us, we went to 
lay his body in Abney Park Cemetery. I can 
never forget the mingled sadness and triumph with 
which we stood round that open grave and sang 
the well-known hymn—** Safe in the arms of 
Jesus." There was sadness — ^for many hearts were 
sore stricken even beyond the circle of those more 
especially bereaved. The church, of which Dr. 
Brewer was pastor, had received a heavy blow : it 
seemed to be entering into days of peace and wider 
usefulness : five persons were to have been bapti- 
sed last week, and to-day Dr. Brewer" hoped to 
have welcomed into the church two of his own 
daughters. He stood high in the confidence and 
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love of neighbouring churches, and the students 
of the Training Institute were deeply attached to 
him. But from the midst of a peaceful affectionate 
people, from much useful toil that promised to 
broaden and deepen in its influence, he was swift- 
ly and suddenly removed. What could our sad 
hearts say in presence of the mystery but this — 
"Even so. Father, for so it seemed good in Thy 
sight " ? And yet, there was joy and triumph 
in our hearts, a joy and a triumph inspired by 
His presence who is the Eesurrection and the 
life. When our Lord was upon earth, He showed 
His power by the grave side, and with His love 
made calm the hearts of the mourners. It was 
in conflict with the powers of sin and death that 
He achieved His greatest triumph, and with the 
fruits of that victory He never fails to enrich 
trustful souls, making them heirs to "an inheri- 
tance incorruptible and undefiled, and that fadeth 
not away." And is it not in presence of death 
and by the grave side that we seem to win our 
greatest triumphs of faith ? Faith disrobes death 
of its terrible garb, sheds light into the grave, for 
it holds fast to Him who is " alive for evermore" 
and hath "the Keys of Hades and of death" in 
His possession. 

And now to-day, looking back over this life 
now closed, thinking of this happy death, we can- 
not but give God praise, both for the life and for 
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the death. Successful in an outward and popular 
sense, Dr. Brewer's life may not have been. It 
was lived through many storms and trials and 
some disappointments. It was probably misunder- 
stood by some who could not rightly appreciate 
the qualities of character by which it was adorned. 
But when we come to that time and place when 
many human judgments will be reversed, perhaps 
our thoughts about success will be changed. Even 
here, in those moments when we realize that 
there is but a step between us and death, and 
when we calmly think of the afterward, we are 
constrained to feel that many forms even of minis- 
"terial, not to say worldly success, are after all 
but a poor preparation for that future life, and 
that many things which in the dim light of this 
world looked like solid gold, are yet seen to be 
mere tinsel in the light of eternity. But this at 
least may be said of our departed friend — he was 
successful in living a pure, simple, unselfish lile ; 
he was successful in wielding a holy loving in- 
fluence upon those around him; he was successful 
in winning and training many for the service of 
Christ. And he had his reward. He reaps it now 
more fully, but earth did not altogether withhold 
it. When he came to die it was seen how ^rich 
he was — how rich in the love of those who knew 
him — how rich in faith and love toward God — 
how rich in the joyous expectation of immortality. 
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Dear friends, let us turn our thoughts for a 

moment or two to some of the lessons which at 

this time ought to be impressed upon our hearts. 

God is surely speaking to us all. 
May I in the first place, address some words to 

the older members of this congregation — ^to those 
who were so long and so intimately associated with 
our beloved friend and brother? For years you 
listened to his teaching; you came under the in- 
fluence of his character ; you joined in his prayers, 
you stood side by side with him in work for God. 
Now he is gone, and for " a little while " — waiting 
the will of God, you remain. For whom the sum- 
mons will next come, none can tell. But the death 
of our friend must have a special meaning for you 
on whom the passing years are making the marks 
of age. He was one of those guLleless, prayerful 
spirits that ever seem to breathe the atmosphere 
of heaven, and during the last few months of his 
life there appeared to be an increased deUght in 
communion with God, and an increased meetness 
"for the Master's use," — manifest iti deepening 
earnestness of spirit, in more intense anxiety about 
the spiritual condition of those around him, and 
in an ahnost impatient disregard of anything that 
could interfere with his directly religious work. 
I would put the question to you, to-day-rare you 
growing riper and more complete and more beau- 
tiful in character ? Are you becoming more full 

H 
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of love, and therefore more deeply useful to the 
church and to the world ? Are you learning the 
vanity of mere earthly honour and wealth, and the 
preciousness of all things spiritual and heavenly ? 
It was in this direction that Dr. Brewer's influ- 
ence tended ; through him God taught you these 
lessons. Have you yielded to the influence and 
accepted the lessons ? You will feel that this 
departure makes a new link between your hearts 
and heaven. Hear also God's call for more heaven- . 
liness of life and more devoted service. Earth is 
growing more lonely to some of you, and heaven 
is growing nearer. Oh I then, there should be more 
of heaven and less of earth in all your thoughts 
and plans ! Eealize the greatness of your inheri- 
tance. Live as the heirs of God. Act worthily 
of the hopes with which you have been inspired^ 
"Work while it is called day, for the night 
Cometh when no man can work." 

I am, perhaps, speaking to some who knew and 
honoured Dr. Brewer, but have not fully respon- 
ded to his influence nor yielded themselves up to 
the God whom he served. Some of you came 
under that influence as children of the Sunday- 
school, or as children of the congregation. Some 
of you, as his pupils, received daily instruc- 
tion from his lips. Some of you often sat in this 
or in another chapel and listened to his prayers 
and pleadings. You may have left the home, the 
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school, or the congregation, and have gone into 
the busy world — perchance you are by this time 
immersed in its cares, or sins, or follies. But the 
remembrance comes over you now of those early 
days when you were in contact with one who 
sought to lead you to higher and holier things. 
He cared for your souls. He knelt by your bed 
in hours of sickness, and lifted up his heart in 
prayer to God. He rejoiced with you in all 
your joys; he went with you to the grave when 
you buried your dead. He gave you his counsel 
in times of perplexity. And when you knew i^ 
not he was spreading your wants before his Father 
in heaven. Let me remind you that a heavy 
responsibility has thus been laid upon your shoul- 
ders. It is a solemn as well as a glad thing to 
come under a good man's influence. The friend 
you have lost was God's gift to you : behind him 
ever stood his Master ; and through the tones 
of his voice Christ Jesus was appealing to your 
hearts. If in his life-time you were unheeding, let 
me pray you now to bethink yourselves of these 
things. You would wish to die such a death as 
that of which I have spoken this morning. Then 
covet now a similar faith and earnestness. Follow 
in the steps of him who is gone. And if to day 
you turn to God there will be joy in heaven above, 
and he will surely share that joy ! 

One last word I will add, and specially for any 
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-who are prone to doubt, or tempted to careless 
worldliness. 

My brother ! What will you do when the sum- 
mons comes for you ? Will you be able to ga 
home and peacefully lie down, leave your work 
without any murmur, gather your children or your 
friends about you and commend them to God, 
and then just wait for the soimd of the chariot 
wheels ? Or, in whatever form it comes, under 
whatever circumstances, what will give you power 
to make a glad response? You dare not mention 
your money or your goodness, your manly character 
or your business reputation, far less your world- 
liness or your doubt. No, not one of these, nor 
all of these combined. Be sure that when you 
pass into that dim region which bounds our earth- 
ly horizon, you will find that there is only One 
presence that can give you light— rthe presence of 
Him who is " the light of life ; " that no voice 
has power to calm the fears of the soul, save that 
voice which could make a dead man leap from his 
tomb, and which can also whisper the words, " Son, 
thy sins are forgiven thee." If we meet death 
with no Christ, then we go shuddering out into 
unknown darkness, but with Him we go into the 
light and warmth of pur Father's home. Is this 
latter alternative the deep hope of our hearts ? 
The sailor would never heed the storms were he 
assured of safe entry into port. We have no need 
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to fear life's storms, if only our course be true 
and straight to God ; if only we have with us 
that Master Pilot who can. guide our ship beyond 
the reach of any foe or any harm. If He be with 
us, through life and through death, then indeed 
the words of my text will have a blessed fulfil- 
ment for us all — " So He bringeth them imto their 
desired haven." 

"Jesus, refuge of. my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly. 

While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high. 

Hide me, my Saviour, hide. 

Till the storm of life be past ; 

Safe into the haven guide ; 

receive my soul at last." 
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[These consist chiefly of extracts taken from Note or 
Common Place Books, in which Dr. Brewer was in the 
habit of jotting down any striking thought that met his 
view or was suggested to his mind.] 

'* Think when trouble is near God is nearer still.'' 
— Psalm cxix. 150, 151. 

Let no amount of suffering induce us to com- 
promise our conscience. 

The sufferings of the body can lead only to death, 
but those of a guilty conscience lead to hell. In 
affliction we have the assurance that God is for 
us, but it is the torment of a guilty conscience 
that God is against us. The afflicted are assured 
of His aid, the guilty of His anger. 

What is hell but a guilty conscience let loose ? 

God never makes any man what he should be, 
without first making him know what he is. 

No man is humble or sincere with God till he 
is willing to know the worst of himself. 

To be frightened into doing right is the spirit 
of a slave: to do right in spite of menaces and 
threats is that of a hero. 
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How is it that men will forgive a great injury, 
and resent a little one; are heroes in great dan- 
gers, and cowards in little ones ; are submissive 
in overwhelming troubles, and fretful in little an- 
noyances ? 

You all know how interested the nation was at 
the laying of the Atlantic cable, and how our hearts 
thrilled to hear of the messages sent between the 
vessel and the shore. Then, too, you all know 
how our hearts sank within us when the cable was 
snapped, and communication was no longer possi- 
ble. But we know of a longer cable, which remains 
sound to the present day; for every time we meet 
for prayers we open up a communication with the 
throne of God, and it comes to pass that " while 
we are yet speaking" He hears. 

I suppose, after all, the long-continued east wind 
has had its share in disheartening me. But this 
I know, I have felt so discouraged that I have 
dreaded all faces and all reflections but this, " Call 
upon me in the day of trouble, I will be with 
thee and thou shalt glorify me." 

What is the peculiar nature of heaven but see- 
ing God as He is ; not through a glass, or behind 
a veil, but face to face, and being like Him? What 
is hell but seeing God as He is, and being unlike 
film? 
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Affliction is the dark soil in which is deposited 
the heavenly seed, that germinates and brings forth 
fruit to the glory of God. 

Affiction is a furnace in whose ardent flame the 
refiner of souls is consuming our human imperfec- 
tions. 

Affliction is a rod under wjiose kindly chastise- 
ment the Father of spirits is educating us for im- 
mortality. 

Affliction is a baptism from whose cleansing wave 
the saints of the Most High come forth fit for the 
marriage supper of the Lamb. 

Affliction is a cup, whose bitter draught is ad- 
ministered by the Good Physician, to purify our 
spiritual natures. 

Affliction is a dark cloud, on which the God of 
the covenant has painted the rainbow of hope, and 
which he has irradiated with the halo of celestial 
glory. 

Would you then bring forth much fruit? Would 
you be purified of remaining imperfections? Would 
you be trained for immortality ? Would you be 
fitted for the marriage supper? Would you be 
sanctified in your spiritual nature ? Would you be 
encircled in the bow of promise, or adorned with 
the halo of glory ? You must needs suffer afflic- 
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tion ; for it is through much tribulation we must 
"enter the kingdom of God.'' 

Wouldst thou be master, be first. Nelson's say- 
ing, "It was the quarter of an hour that did it," 
is exemplified in every man's life : the first on the 
ground is the master of the position. 

I was once waiting in a Committee room, when 
the Secretary came in a quarter of an hour late. 
A member present said, " Friend, thou hast wasted 
two hours. Eight of us have been sitting here a 
quarter of an hour." Oh, the value of time. 

Half the preacher's power depends on mutual 
preparation, a praying minister, and people. 

The evil habits of wicked men are often the 
exaggerations of good qualities, as obstinacy is but 
firmness pushed to an extreme; vacillation is but 
unbalanced desire to please; atheism is often 
nothing more than one-sided philanthropy. On 
the other hand, many of the excellences of good 
men are attributable rather to temperament and 
training than to intention and choice. 

Truth is not a quarry to be worked, a deposit 
to be guarded, or a lesson to be committed to 
memory, but a principle to be received and as- 
similated, that it may be reproduced in a thousand 
forms in our thoughts, our words, and our lives. 
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Talents, without prudence in the use of them, 
will often betray their possessor into endless per- 
plexities. 

Let us not be dismayed when unexpected dan- 
gers threaten, for as our enjoyments are seldom 
so great as we expect, so our troubles are seldom 
as great as we fear. 

Let us be concerned, in whatever work we are 
engaged, to have our mind fully made up; for 
daily experience testifies that the great need of 
the world is a willing mind, for "Where there is 
a will there is a way." 

" Great principles in the heart sanctify the hum- 
blest occupations in life." 

"Let us despise nothing however insignificant 
in itself : for it may become an essential part of 
something of the greatest moment" 

"The habit of fault-finding tends to reproduce 
in ourselves the very faults we complain of in 
other people. We 'are such creatures of imitation, 
that we insensibly imitate whatever we fix our 
thoughts intently upon. Hence, in process of time, 
the greatest fault-finder becomes the greatest wrong- 
doer." 

How terrible is a word to a guilty conscience* 
"The wicked flee when no man pursueth." 
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Great trials are often necessary to prepare us 
for great favours, and are as necessary to enable 
us to bear them, as a foundation is necessary for 
the stability of a house. 

Our trials are the best means of enabling us to 
find out our failings. 

The best key to a man's teaching is often to be 
found in the peculiarities of his history. Thus 
Paul the pharisee became the champion of justifi- 
cation by faith; Peter the denier of Christ insists 
with special emphasis upon the preciousness of 
Christ; John, a son of thunder, exhorts most fer- 
vently that Christians should love one another, 
and Solomon, who had been especially endowed 
with wisdom, insists upon wisdom being "the 
principal thing." 

In our prayers let us ask : — 

1. — Earnestly, but not impatiently. 

2. — Believingly, but not presumptuously. 

3. — Eeverently, not hastily. 

Usefulness depends upon acceptance; and accep- 
tance upon esteem. 

In order to command others well, we must 
know what implicit obedience is ourselves. 

There must be neither alliance, nor compromise, 
nor countenance, nor neutrality, with regard to sin. 
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When we seek God's glory in any work we 
undertake for Him, we may surely trust in Him 
to help and sustain us. 

To live day by day is the secret of cheerful 
living, always remembering "our times are in God's 
hands," He can keep us in the storm as well as in 
the calm. 
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" Wi^a wet % sons xrf ^att ? 



ft 



1 SAW the white-robed angels stand, 

Beside the burning throne ; 

A golden harp m either hand, 

On every head a crown : 

Unsullied by the stains of sin, . 

Unfettered by earth's clod : — 

" These are the morning stars," I cried, 

"These are thy sons, O Grod." 

Then who are these arrayed in white. 

Before the burning throne. 

Amid the firstborn sons of light. 

And near the Holy One? 

They with death's Conqueror shall standi 

Their garments dipped in blood, 

A victor's palm in every hand, 

For they are sons of God. 

And yet once more I gaze, and lo ! 

About the starry throne, 

Far as the eye can reach, a bow 

Like to an emerald stone. 

From whence come these in white array, 

With garments dipped in blood? 

From east and west, from south to north 

These all are " Sons of God." 
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44 



I am Cmning/' 



" I AM coming." Say, what vision 
Passed before thy closing eye? 

Or what welcome voice had spoken 
Waking up thy prompt reply? 

" I am coming." Did a teacher 
CaU to thine attentive ear? 

Or the voice of happy playmate 
Summon thee his joy to share? 

" I am coming." Did thy spirit 
Treafl again the mighty deep, 

And with brotherly affection 
O'er thy sister vigil keep? 

Tossed upon the billowy ocean. 
And by adverse winds delayed, 

Did thy loved ones onward beckon 
To thy spirit undismayed? 

Didst thou then behold in vision 
Friends upon the distant strand, 

While the tempest-heaved vessel 
Pointed to the wished-for land? 

<* I am coming." Did a father 
With his quick expressive eye 

Pass before thy waking spirit 

Beckoning thee to worlds on high? 

" I am coming." Did a mother 

Whisper in thy dying ear 
^*Come my child?" Oh tell us was it 

This thy privilege to hear ? 
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Or did white-robed, holy angels 

Beckon thee to join the throng, 
And, with all the just made perfect 

Swell the everlasting song? 

Or did He who once was smitten — 
Did the Lamb amidst the throne, 

From exalted glory beckon 
Thee, our much beloved one? 

Sure we are, whatever the vision. 
Thou art now completely blessed ; 

Oh, to share thy glad fruition. 
And to be with thee at rest ! 



Whatever the Master bids thee do. 
That do with all thy might; 
Resolved, whatever may betide. 

To do the right. 

Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
That do, and never fear, 
Assured when danger is at hand 

That He is near. 

Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
That do, though foes assail : 
Weak though thine arm. He holds thee up, 

And will not fail. 

Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
That do, and never faint. 
Ills' succour ever is at hand 

For every saint. 
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Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
That do in humble faith; 
Encouraged by the promise sweet, 

"The Master saith.*' 

Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
That do with heart and will, 
Remembering in all thy straits 

The Master stilL 

Whate'er the Master bids thee do 
Do it with all thy might, 
With heart and soul and spirit strong 

As in His sight. 

Then, Master, teach me Thy sweet will. 
And lead me in Thy way ; 
Hold Thou my hand, guide Thou my steps, 

Lest I should stray. 



Clouds, clouds, silver clouds I — 
Mountains piled against the sky, 
Baring your lofty heads on high, 
At heaven's own pure serenity; 
Gazing beyond the distant strand. 
Like Nebo's top, sublime ye stand. 

Clouds, clouds, golden clouds ! — 
Glowing in the silent west 
Ye float upon the horizon's crest 
Where sinks the weary sun to rest. 
With outstretched wings ye patient wait 
Like cherubs on the mercy seat. 
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Clouds, clouds, leaden clouds ! — 
Noiseless o*er copse and field ye fall, 
On palace, cottage, castle wall. 
Where, as with dark funeral pall, 
Your ample folds beshroud each home 
With the sad trappings of the tomb. 

Clouds, clouds, angry clouds J — 

Lightning-wracked and tem^pest-riven. 
Or by furious whirlwinds driven 
O'er the canopy of heaven; 

Chariots thundering thro' the sky 

With frowning, black artillery. 

Clouds, clouds, peaceful clouds ! — 
Heralds of returning day ! 
Bring back the light with cheering ray 
And come, and nearer, nearer stay, 
Till upward to our native sky 
We rise to cloudless realms on high. 

Cj^t (&xmam Infaitaibn. 

Oh, come unto Me, ye weary. 

And ye that are distressed; 
Oh, come, all ye heavy laden, 

And on your Saviour rest. 

Oh, come, every tearful mourner. 

Bowed down with sorrow sad. 
To Israel's "Consolation," 

And He will make you glad. 

Oh, come unto Me, ye contrite, 

O'erwhelmed with guilt and grief; 
€ome ye to the " Friend of sinners," 
And ye shall find relief. 

I 
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And come, all ye that hanger 
For righteousness and peace; 

Oh, come to the "Bread of Heaven'' 
And He will give you grace. 

Oh come, every soul that thirsteth. 
When earthly cisterns dry; 

Oh, come to the "Living Water" 
And drink, and never die. 

Come ye that have no money. 
The poorest of the poor ; 

Seek in Mercy's house a welcome, 
For open is the door. 



Passed from earth away 
With weariness oppressed, 
Grone in the bloom of youth 
With saints to be at rest. 

Soldier of the Cross ! 
Ere life was well begun 
The battle thou hast fought, 
The victory hast won. 

Jesus, sought in prayer, 
Thou triedst whom here to love, 
In glory now to thee 
Unveils Himself above. 

"Above!" What rapture fills 
My soul at that blest word ! 
That longs with thee to dwell 
For ever with the Lord. 
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" I'll Unbt tt to % Paster. " 

I'll leave it to the Master, whatever may be His will, 
I'll leave it to the Master to guide my footsteps still; 
Tho' I should walk in darkness, nor know the way I 

take, 
I have His word of promise, He never will forsake. 
So though the swelling current of Jordan must be 

crossed, 
His rod and staflf shall comfort me, nor can I e'er be lost. 

I'll leave it to the Master, whatever may betide; 
I'll leave it to the Master, for He can well provide : 
Should poverty or plenty compose my future lot. 
Full well I know, with Him at hand, that it concerns 

me not. 
Who guides the Angels' flight, and rolls the stars along; 
His heavenly will, I know ifc, in nothing can be wrong. 

I'll hasten to the Master, when strength begins to fail. 
When flesh is worn and weary, ai;d heart begins to 

quail ; 
Though enemies should threaten with tumult like the 

sea, 
I know that, as my days, my strength will ever be. 
Who strengthened Samson's arm when his locks began 

to grow. 
Nerves every youthful David to lay the tyrant low. 

I'll lean upon the Master, whenever troubles come. 
And sorrows overshadow with no counterfeited gloom; 
When eyes, bedimmed with sadness, the pathway can- 
not find. 
Or, paralyzed with weakness, the footsteps lag behind : 
Who staunched the widow's anguish, and gladness gave 

for grief. 
To every weary sufferer can send assured relief. 
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And should my cup of life with blessings oyerflowv 
Should joy be changed for sorrow^ and smiles for tears or 

woe; 
And should the sun of glory e'ier gild my favoured head,. 
And should the smile of pleasure light up the path I 

tread, 
Oh, let my heart remember, whatever may betide^ 
The Lord is good and gracious, and so will aye provide. 
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Ere bursts the opening flower. 
With painted petals gay; 

Ere, strewed by sultry shower. 
Its leaves £e^ from the spray. 

Now, while the bud is opening, 
beneath the hand of time ; 

Now, while the spring is blooming 
Of hopeful youth's fair prime. 

Now, ere the hand of sickness 
Thy ruddy cheek hath paled > 

Now, ere the hour of weakness 
Thy trembling step hath failed^ 

Now, ere the world's ambition 
Hath fired the youthful blood,. 

Hark to thy great commission, 
" Remember now thy Grod." 

Remember Him in gladness. 
When thy sun shines bright ;, 

Remember Him in sadness. 
However dark thy night 
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At morning and at even, 

The secret hour of prayer, 
When precious dews from heayen 

Earth's daily wastes repair; — 

Remember thy Creator, 

Benefactor, Friend; 
As youth, as man — aye, later — 

E'en to thy journey's end. 

And may I trust the promises? 

Oh, say, have I a claim t 

And is there then no other plea 

Than His dear name? 

"Ask what ye will," the Saviour cries^ 
" Ask, and it shall bd done ; 
Your Father's eye with joy beholds 

His only Son.'* 

Lord, I have asked in Thy dear name : 
Asked, and have been denied. 
Oh, whither are Thy mercies fled 

Thou Crucified? 

Hast Thou revoked Thy promises? 
Hast Thou forgot Thy word ? 
Where be Thy former kindnesses, 

My loving Lord ? 

Oft have I prayed for inward strength 

In dark temptation's hour; 

But oft, alas> my soul h&s quailed 

Beneath its power. 
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Encompassed round on every side. 

By trouble sore distressed, 

Oft have I sought for tunely help, 

When sore oppressed. 



I LOVED him as a brother, 

And still it is a joy 
To think that once I knew and loved 

So true, so brave a boy. 

My fancy strives to picture 
That thoughtful manly brow. 

And still as once I knew him 
I seem to know him now. 

Years cannot dim the lustre 

Of love-inspiring eyes ; 
To me their sheen grows brighter. 

Their lustre never dies. 

A boy so brave of spirit. 
So strong to do the right ; 

Fearless of foes, and loving 
His friends with all his might. 

One only theme he cherished, 

It was a theme of love; 
The theme of holy angels, 

The theme of saints above. 

And as our steps we wended 
Before the school-house door. 

Our' willing spirits blended 
In love yet more and more. 
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A vigil then of sorrow, 

We kept within each heart ; 

For came too soon the morrow 
That summoned us to part. 

Anon the veil was lifted 
That swept across his bier, 

The light was all too dazzling 
For us to stay him here. 

I will not mourn thy glory, 

For still it is my joy 
To think I knew and loved thee, 

So true, so brave, a boy. 
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HOLT, holy, holy. Lord, 
By saints and angel hosts adored. 
Who dwell'st in unapproaohed light 
Ineffable, and Infinite ! 

Before Thy throne, Thou King of kings. 
Veiling their faces with their wings, 
The Seraphim responsive cry, 
"Thrice holy is the Lord most high.'* 

The Cherubim that near Thee stand 
In shining ranks at Thy right hand; 
And heavenly hosts with awe proclaim 
The wonders of Thy holy name. 

The church on earth, redeemed with blood, 
The consecrated sons of God, 
And aU their works in all their ways 
Shew forth their great Creator's praise. 
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Sun, Moon, and all the Stars of light, 
Praise Thee, the Eternal, Infinite ; 
To Thee the waters lift their voice, 
Vapours and clouds in Thee rejoice. 

Mountains and hills and fruitftd trees, 
Wild storms fulfilling Thy decrees ; 
Dragons and all deeps, fire and hail, 
And snows and mists, with psalms prevail. 

Young men and maidens join their voice. 
Old men and babes in Thee rejoice; 
Israel, a people loved and dear : — 
When Israel Bings, Jehovah| hear J 
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